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|f the Sun could speak, what curious 
stories it could tell !' said a bright 
little girl to me some time ago. 
To please her these Jottings were begun ; and 
others, more suited to older readers, have been 
since added. Should any of my readers find a 
pleasant or a profitable thought in these little 
narratives, their end will have been abundantly 
answered. 

* I have sometimes thought,' writes John 
Foster, 'if the Sun were an intelligence, he 
would be horribly incensed at the world he is 
appointed to enlighten.' Such an intelligence 
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I have supposed it to be; but have preferred 
rather to dwell on the pleasant scenes of which 
it is a witness, than on the many dreadful ones 
on which its beams too often fall. 

* Thou art no litigeier in monarch's hall ; 
A joy thou art, and a wreath to all ; 
A bearer of hope unto land aud sea : 
Sunbeam ' what gift hath the world lilcA thee? 

• • • • 

One thing in like thee to mortals given — 

The faith touching all things with hues of heaven.' 




JOTTINGS FBOM THE DIARY OF 

THE SUN. 




JANUARY 1. 

HEN I rose in the east, on this the first 
, morning of a New Year, it was in 
a cloudless sky. The air was cold, 
and a slight, very slight, sprinkling of snow lay 
on the green sward, made crisp by a somewhat 
sharp frost 

As I looked around me, my attention was 
attracted to a small country house in the High- 
lands of Scotland. I had glanced into it often 
before, and knew something of the history, and 
had learned to love its gentle inmate, a widow 
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lady. In- doors, all spoke of the comfort, nay, 
even the elegances of life ; whilst the surround- 
ing scenery, even on that cold January morn- 
ing, was sublimely beautiful, bounded as it was 
on the east by high snow-capped hills, at whose 
foot lay a large loch, whose calm waters my 
rays played upon, as I rose above the moun- 
tain-tops, and peeped into the quiet house on 
this New Year's Day. 

Seated near a warm fire in the pretty drawing- 
room, with its bright crimson curtains, sat the 
lady, attired as usual in her mourning dress, 
with a close-fitting widow's cap, midemeath 
which her silvery gray hair was plainly braided. 
The expression of her face was sorrowful, though 
resigned, and a tear stood in her expressive 
eyes, as she raised her head from the book she 
was reading, and, as if in prayer, said aloud, 
*Lord Jesus, who heard the prayer of the 
woman of Canaan in behalf of her daughter. 
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save, oh save my only child, my erring son ! I 
believe Thou wilt — ^help Thou mine unbelief. 
Thou never didst put to shame a soul that 
trusted in Thee. Save him in Thy good time, 
Lord : perhaps this year — even this may be 
Thy time.* 

Ah ! many a year had such a prayer as this 
risen from the heart of the worse than childless 
widow. Ten weary years had elapsed since 
her only child, her darling boy, had left his 
home — ^left in anger, because his gentle, loving 
mother had wisely crossed his headstrong will. 
All that time no kind words came from him to 
cheer the mother's heart. Only once she had 
heard, through a friend (who had met and 
expostulated with him in a foreign town), that 
he had gone to sea, and, outwardly at least, 
seemed to have forgotten mother, friends, and 
country. 

Ay, outwardly, but not iuwardly. Could 
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they have seen him as I had seen him, on 
the broad expanse of ocean, as he kept his 
lonely watch on deck, his face often covered in 
his hands, shedding such bitter, bitter tears, 
uttering every now and then the word — 
* Mother ! * ay, could they have seen him then, 
they would have judged otherwise. It was 
pride that made him assume that air of indiifer- 
ence; pride 'Oiat hindered him from seeking 
forgiveness from the mother he passionately 
loved; pride, which none but the Almighty 
One could lay low. 

Pray on, praying mother ! He is true to His 
promise who hath said, 'Whatsoever ye shall 
ask in prayer, believing, ye shall receive/ 

Calmly did the widow continue her reading, 
and I tried to brighten up as much as I could 
her lonely room. As I did so, a knock was 
heard at the front door ; the widow raised her 
head to listen. Who could it be ? she thought. 
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It wab too early for any of her friends to call 
perhaps it was some poor woman seeking help. 
Suddenly the door was opened, and with dis- 
may I noticed a deadly paleness come over the 
face of the widow, as a good-looking younp^ 
man, of some eight-and-twenty years, entered, 
and, with deep contrition on his face, threw 
himself on his knees before her, saying, 
'Mother, I have sinned against Heaven and 
thee ; forgive, forgive me, mother!' 

Oh, the joy on the mother's face as she 
clasped her penitent son in her arms, and pro- 
nounced a blessing on his head ! The long 
years of waiting and heart-sick suspense were 
all foigotten now. 'Father, I thank Thee,' 
was the language of her heart, as together they 
prayed to the God whom the once self-willed 
man, in hours of sore trial, had learned to know 
as his best Friend, whose forgiveness he had 
sought and found through Christ Jesus. 
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Ah, that was a happy begmning to a New 
Year. The clouds had disappeared &om the 
widow's heart ; her trust in her Grod had been 
largely rewarded; no wonder that her heart 
sang aloud with joy. Her New Year had been 
begun with prayer ; alas 1 how many a scene 
of misery I witnessed that day in homes where 
the New Year had been begun with drunken- 
ness and revelry ! As te sow, so shall tb 

REAP. 



FEBRUARY 26. 




|ndbb the influence of my beams, the 
snow has melted o£f the face of the 
earth in many parts, and already 
men are busy at work, digging and ploughing. 
Spring flowers are appearing above ground 
small buds covering the early trees ; birds are 
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hopping about, gaily anticipating the coming 
spring; whilst the little brooks, swollen by the 
melted snow, dash merrily along, as if rejoicing 
that winter is past. 

Many a glance had I cast through the day 
on different scenes, in various countries, and 
many sights of mingled woe and pleasure had 
met my eye. Ere sinking, I gazed on a rural 
Scottish scene : here and there a few cottages 
a little more distant a farm-house; farther 
still, a country seat; and a little in the 
hollow, the dwelling of the village minister. 
The whole scene stood out distinctly under the 
cold, clear sky. 

In a field, forming the slope of a small hill, 
some men were at work, or rather had been; 
for, by the time I observed them, they were 
occupied taking the horses from the plough, 
and were preparing to return to their respective 
homes. As one of the men, who had been 
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working at a part of the field a little distant 
from the rest, was turning away homeward, — 
glancing, ere he did so, at the newly tnmed-up 
field, upon the dark earth of which my beams 
still rested, — ^he was accosted by a gentleman 
with the words — 

* Had a good day's work, William, I see • 
and that field takes pretty deep ploughing — 
does it not 1* 

' Tes, sir ; and &om the steepness of the hill, 
it is hard work to get through with it ; but it 
is done now, and by-and-by it'll be ready to 
receive the seed ; and we generally get a good 
crop to reward us for our trouble.' 

*Ay, William, and that is the great point. 
Your work and mine are pretty much alike. 
First, the breaking up or ploughing the fallow 
ground — that is, arousing sinners from the 
sleep of death to anxiety about their souls; 
then the sowing of the seed ; then the patient 
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waiting to see it spring up and biing forth 
fruit, to the glory of the Lord. Both of us 
alike have to wait for the precious fruit with 
long patience, and both have to seek the early 
and the latter rain from above, without which 
all our labours will prove in vain. And we 
must see to it that we forget not to tisk a 
shower of blessings to fall upon our own souls, 
to quicken and refresh them. You remember 
the promise of the Lord, " I will pour water 
upon him that is thirsty." ' 

The ploughman listened attentively, then 
said, * Well, sir, I think at times my work hard, 
but it seems to me that yours is harder still; 
and many a time men grumble at you for 
meddling with them, and would rather be left 
alone. Tour patience and forbearance has often 
read me a lesson, and one, please God, I'll not 
forget. May the seed you sow, sir, bring forth 
a good crop !' 
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Ab they parted, the minister, pointing to ma, 
said, ' The setting sun tells us the hour of rent 
is come, and our friends wait to welcome us 
home. What a blessing to know that, when 
life's labours are done, there remaineth a rest 
for the people of God !' 

The ploughman took his way home, turning 
into the farm to leave the horses, and then fol- 
lowed a narrow path, which led to a neatly 
thatched cottage, at the door of which stood a 
young woman with a baby in her arms, and 
two older ones near. 

At the sight of their father the children set 
off, running to him with shouts of joy. He 
todk the youngest in his arms ; and all weari- 
ness seemed forgotten as he joined his wife, 
and, with the prattling Httle ones, entered his 
house. 

One glance I got of him there. The evening 
meal was spread ; a fife burned brightly ; the 
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wearied man was enjoyixig his well-earned rest 
the fatigues of the day unthought of now, or 
if remembered, only by contrast enhancing the 
present pleasure. The home might be a lowly 
one, and the meal frugal, but a spirit of content 
within the mind flavours the simplest food, and 
lights up the poorest dwelling ; and as the 
ploughman looked at his wife and children, 
and listened to their talk, he felt he was rich 
indeed. The lines, he said, had fallen to him 
in a goodly place; and so I left him — reflect- 
ing, as I withdrew, upon the words of the wise 
king, * Better is a dinner of herbs, where love 
is, than a stalled ox, and hatred therewith.' 

Best, wearied man; and, when the day 
breaketh, arise and go forth with a cheerful 
spirit to thy work, till the evening; and, at 
the last, be thine the 'rest which remaineth 
for the people of God.* 



I 
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MABCH 20. 

PRiNG breezes were blowing to-day; 
sweetly carolled the birds amongst 
the pale-green opening leaves. All 
Nature seemed to be singing a song of jubilee. 
In town and country alike, children ran to and 
fro, welcoming in the spring. 

The small town of Whitemore, with its 
whitewashed houses, and the spring foliage of 
the trees, shone bright under my rays; and into 
one house, in its principal street, I glanced. 

In the small drawing-room a lady sat, work 
in hand ; but it needed no keen observer to see 
that the occupation was only a mechanical one — 
that her thoughts were far away. Her counte- 
nance wore the expression of suffering patience 
Buffering more of mind than body, telling toj 
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clearly of a heart sick with the sore sickness 
of disappointed hope. Scarce four-and-twenty 
years had passed over her head; hut every 
line of the face told that for her the dream 
of happiness in this life, as far as mere 
earthly happiness was concerned, was past and 
gone; hut the look of patient, enduring suh- 
mission spoke of a hope beyond, where no 
blight could fall. 

The door opened, and a lady entered, no 
younger than she who rose to welcome her, 
only her countenance was radiant with health 
and happiness. The new-comer warmly em- 
braced her friend (who seemed pleased to see 
her), then, after looking at her quietly for a 
minute, said — 

* Norah, how you have changed ! are you illl 
or what is it] It is only four years ago since I 
was your bridesmaid, and you were pronounced 
%a pretty a bride as had ever been seen ; xio^ 
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you look old and careworn. Is anything wrong 
with your husband or the precious child V 

* No, no/ was the quiet answer ; * Henry and 
baby are both well ; but I don't feel quite well, 
— ^not so strong as I used to be in my girlish 
days, that*s all. Perhaps, now that the spring 
has come again, Fll get back the roses on my 
cheeks, to please you.* 

As she spoke thus, she smiled ; but the smile 
was a forced one, making her face sadder still. 

Presently her friend left her, and she no 
longer made even a pretence of work, but 
leaned her head wearily on her hand, and sat 
lost in thought. The street in the little town 
disappeared, and, in imagination, she was again 
in the home of her childhood, in the south of 
Ireland, a merry-hearted girl, the light and joy 
of a pleasant home-circle. Once again she 
stood a bride in the church, happy — oh, how 
happy ' — her heait filled to overflowing with 



Diary of fhA Smi. 



25 



the joy of a love which seemed to cast a halo « 
over all things. Dearly as she had loved 
friends and home, she left them all without a 
murmur, so secure, so blessed, in the love of 
her husband ; and now- - 

I knew well the change : ofben had I seen 
her; closely had I watched her. The dream 
was over; the once loving husband was cold 
and indifferent now. Her love was warm 
as ever — nay, even more so; but his had 
vanished as smoke. Cold neglect had taken 
the place of loving words and fond caresses. 
Idle companions had lured him from his home ; 
and many a summer morning have I peeped 
into the house and seen the young wife watch- 
ing, as she had done through the whole night, 
for her husband's return. No wonder, then, 
that the loving sunny-hearted girl drooped her 
head, and, uncomplainingly, was passing away 
from the earth, never uttering to any human 
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being one word of reprofwsh of him — ^nay, 
zealously screening him from a shadow of 
blame ; pouring out her heart only to her Grod, 
telling Him all : weeping — oh, how bitterly ! — 
whilst she sought pardon, not for her own sins 
alone, but for his also. 

* People don't die of broken hearts except in 
books/ I heard a friend say to her one day, 
* or I should say you were.' She shivered at 
the words, but changed the subject with a 
laugh; and I thought, could people see all I 
see, and know all I know, they would acknow- 
ledge that living hearts may sicken, wither, 
and even die, for lack of that which has been 
as life to them. Happy they who, through the 
gloom of darkness which has fallen on them 
here, can, hke this young wife, see a light 
from above appearing, hear a voice calling unto 
them — even the voice of Him who is all love — 
Haying, *Come unto me, and I will give you 
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rest' * I have loved thee with an everlasting 
love, and I will love thee unto the end.' That 
voice Norah had heard, and it had already 
soothed the gnawing pain of her heart-sickness. 
* Unsatisfying and changing/ was written on 
the love of earth; *full satisfaction and un- 
changing love,* on that of heaven. 

Ere I left, she roused herself from her 
reverie, and, as if in answer to her thoughts, 
said aloud, *Lord Jesus, too long have I kept 
Thee standing without, till Thy head was filled 
with the dew, and thy locks with the drops of 
the night; but now, in Thy groat mercy, have 
pity on me, and enter into my heart, and be 
my Beloved!' 

Then I heard the name of ^^^ husband 
uttered in fervent prayer, ^b, ^^^ ^^^ ^^^^^ 
him, and would, even ,. . ^ iea^^^^- 
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the floods drown it; fo^ \(J^ 
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APRIL (\. 

HIS morning, as my earliest beams 
tinged the sky, and whilst the dew 
was still lying in diamond-like drops 
on the grass, and the little birds had just 
unfolded their wings, and were rising into the 
air, — flying towards the east, to greet my rising 
with a flood of melodious music, — I peeped in- 
to an open window in a beautifolly situated 
mansion-house in the north of England. 

Two female figures stood at it, inhaling the 
freshness of the morning air, and watching me, 
as I gradually rose above the tops of the hills, 
dispelling the mists that hung, curtain-like, 
over their tops, illuminating the valley below, 
and darting my rays through the room in 
which they stood. 
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The tallest, and evidently the eldest of tb« 
two, stood with her arm round the neck of the 
other, who clang close to her, and nestled her 
head on her ahouldei. She was very beautiful, 
with soft, confiding blue eyes and fair hair. 
They were sisters, as I learned from their 
conTersation ; but their appearance fonned a 
strong contrast to each other. The eldest 
had black hair and full dark eyes, her features 
were larger, and the lines of the mouth more 
firm and determined than those of the other, 
who could scarcely have seen twenty summers. 
As I remarked them more closely, I per- 
ceived that the countenance of the young gill 
marked vrith tears ; and, wondering wliat 
had occasioned grief in that young heart, and 
clouded that lovely brow, ]; jesoWed to t,vy U 
the cheering influence of j_ 'hetti'^ * 
chase away the grief au^ J .^\fi. -Ol - ,v« 

1« they had done the ^'«9^^ .^■c^'** 
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mountain tops. And so, knowing I must not 
linger long, but pass on to other scenes, I sent 
my beams to brighten up everything around, 
and make all look gay — ^feeling that, to be 
the means of cheering a sad heart, was a good 
beginning to a day. Whilst thus employed, 
I overheard the following conversation. 

The sisters had seated themselves, the 
youngest still resting her head on her sister's 
shoulder. They had remained some moments 
thus, when the eldest, gently raising her sister's 
head, kissed her brow, saying, * Nay, Mary 
dear, these tears suit not your bridal morn: 
look at yonder glorious sun, pouring its golden 
rays on your head, and take it as an omen of 
bright days in store for you. Have you for- 
gotten the saying, " Happy is the bride that 
the sun shines on?" Believe me, deep as is 
the grief I feel in parting from you, yet, know- 
ing that the husband of your choice is one 
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worthy of you, — one whose mind will elevate 
and sustain your own, and who will tread 
along with you the narrow way which leadeth 
to heaven, — I can part with you, if not will- 
ingly, at least with the calm assurance that 
your welfare is secure, and that in your happi- 
ness I will find my own.' 

*And yet, Emily,' replied the young bride, 
raising her head, * even on the morning of my 
bridal day my heart reproaches me for leaving 
you; and not even the knowledge of all the 
love that I know Edward feels for me, can 
compensate for the pain of leaving you — you, 
who have acted towards me, for more than 
twelve years, the part of a mother, who have 
shared my every sorrow and every joy, and 
whose heart ever beat responsive to my own. 
You bid me look at yonder glorious sun, and 
be cheered; but the light of it only i^acieases 
my sorrow; for, ere it rig^g ag»^' ^ ^^*^ ^ 
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separated from you, and you will view its 
rising with a heavy heart ; whilst I, happy in 
the society of a beloved husband, and the 
novelty of the scenes I shall pass through, 
will forget my sorrow, yours will grow greater; 
and in this room, where we have passed so 
many happy hours, the remembrance of the 
past will oppress and overcome you.' 

*Nay, Mary,* was the reply, with a falter- 
ing voice, * my home duties will prevent me 
from indulging in morbid grief. Eemember, 
I must endeavour to make up to my father 
and brothers for the loss of their *' bright sun- 
beam,'* as they call you; and for their sakes 
I will exert myself to throw off all selfish 
regret And oh, have I not the joy of know- 
ing that, however distant we may be from one 
another, we are united in spirit, one in Christ, 
and, through His merits, heirs of a glorious 
inheritance, where partings are imknownl Let 
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MB kneel together, as we so often have done, 
at the throne of grace, and seek a blessing from 
God.' 

As they did so, I moved silently on, know- 
ing well that they would rise with lightened 
hearts, and that through the day I would have 
to witness sadder scenes than that beautiful 
one of sisters' love. 
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OMB minutes after I had risen this 
morning, and was beginning to 
lighten up the world, arousing men 
from their slumbers, and awakening once more 
the hum of busy life, I glanced at some of the 
houses in the city of London. 

Many of its inhabitants were still slumber- 
ing; many were already uj^ (tftge^ ^ ^^ ^^^" 
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ness of the day. Cartloads of fruits, vegetables 
and flowers, were already travelling the streets, 
on their way to Covent Garden; girls with 
baskets of fresh strawberries, and juicy cherries 
ready for sale, were astir; and stalls, where 
passers-by could obtain a breakfast of bread and 
coffee, were set out. Great part of London was 
waking to commence anew another day of toil ; 
and yet, in the western portion of that city, 
carriages were driving here and there, conveying 
many to their homes who had spent the night in 
festivities, and were now going to seek repose. 

Struck with the beauty of a young girl in one 
of the carriages, I watched her as she alighted^ 
and soon afterwards, peeping in at the window 
of her bedroom, I caught sight of her once 
more. She had thrown herself on a couch, 
unheeding her rich ball-dress. She took off 
hastily a costly pearl necklace, and, half throw- 
ing it from her, she said, * And this is what is 
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called happiness ! this a life of pleasuie ! 
that I had never entered this city, never mingled 
in these scenes ! Father, mother, can you look 
down from heaven and see your child now, — 
for days my Bible unopened, my knees unbent 
in prayer ! How true it is, " Ye cannot serve 
two masters ! " I have tried to do so, and 
know now that it is impossible. to feel 
as I used to feel, to pray as I used to pray !* 
and, covering her face with her hands, she 
wept bitterly. 

The tears did her good, for they were tears 
of penitence ; and, raising her eyes, she caught 
sight of my beams. The sight awoke remem- 
brances of past years. *How often have I 
watched the rising sun,' she said, ' in the home 
of my childhood, when each new day brought 
new duties and real pleasures ; but now my life 
is wasted in vain, frivolous folly ! It is no use 
saying that I only live as those I live with do. 
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I do worse, for I know it is wrong ; and truly 
" all is vanity and vexation of spirit !"* 

She sat for some time lost in thought ; then 
rising, she lifted a small book, and, bending 
over it, repeated lialf aloud the words, * I will 
arise and go to my father, and will say unto 
him. Father, I have sinned against heaven and 
before thee/ Then, after a pause, she added, 
'When the prodigal arose and came to his 
father, he had compassion on him, fell on his 
neck, and kissed him.' 

As I regarded the young girl, I remembered 
having seen her before amid other scenes. 
Then, instead of being the inmate of a luxuri- 
ously furnished London mansion, she resided 
in a small parsonage, the only child of her 
parents, who trained her up in the fear of the 
Lord, — striving to show her that in His service 
true pleasure could alone be found. 

One day I had overheard a conversation be- 
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tween the father and daughter, — she entreating 
to be allowed to visit some friends, and ' taste 
the pleasures of life,' she said, for a little ; he 
showing her that true pleasure was to be found 
only in doing the will of God, and living so as 
to bring glory to His name — not in the vain 
amusements of a God-forgetting world. She 
yielded, but the wish remained. Her parents 
both died; rich relatives took her to reside with 
them ; and, after a period of mourning for her 
parents, she entered on all the gaieties of the 
world, and found, as many beside her have 
done, their powerlessness to give true pleasure, 
or to satisfy an immortal souL 

In the midst of the giddy dance, or in some 
crowded place of amusement, her mind turned 
often to the quiet parsonage, and the useful, 
happy lives of her dead parents ; and in spirit 
she longed to break the bonds vrhich. lield \\eT, 



and waste no longer th^ ^ ^'o^s "^^^^^ ^^ ^^^^ 
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And there she sat, bending over the Book of 
life, — Shaving learnt now that the soul, made 
by God, and for God, can find no rest short of 
Him. * Father, forgive me, for Christ's sake !* 
were the words she uttered as I passed on. 

Simple words, yet how full of meaning ! 
They tell of a humbled spirit, sin acknow- 
ledged, forgiveness felt a needed boon, and 
sought, not because there was anything in her 
to deserve it, but for Christ's sake. * Father, 
forgive me, for Christ's sake !' How angels 
watch for these words! Well do they know 
that, when uttered from the heart, they never 
rise in vain — ^never go unanswered. 

A slight breeze arose at the moment, and it 
seemed to me to waft the words up to heaven, 
where, doubtless, they were presented by the 
great Intercessor, and a message of peace from 
the merciful Father (who willeth not the death 
of a sinner) descended on the weary souL 
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JUNE 20. 



^|M|^|ne evening during tlio past week, aa i 
was slowly sinking in the western 
horizon, colouring the heavens with 



the most gorgeous hues, and brightening up 
the dark clouds that floated near me, my atten- 
tion was attracted to a house in a close dark 
street of the crowded city of London. 

One window was thrown open, and a young 
lad of some eighteen or nineteen years of age 
sat there — a look of painful perplexity on his 
fece, caused apparently by a letter he held in 
his hand. After sitting thus for some minutes, 
he muttered to himself, * Yes, I must go ; if I 
don't. Brown and Smith will be laughing at 
me, and calling me righteous overmuch ; and, 
after all, there's no great harm in it, for I'll go 



40 



Jottings from the 



to church in the morning, and it's only to he a 
sail down the river, and spend the day in the 
country.' Still he pressed his hand on his 
forehead for an instant, then rising hastily, he 
said, * There is no use bothering about it, T 
must go !' 

As he rose, his eye lighted on me, and, as it 
did so, his whole expression changed ; a sweet 
yet half sad look played on his face, and, sit- 
ting down again, he watched me steadily for 
some time. 

But I could see that, though apparently re- 
garding me, his thoughts were elsewhere— 
another scene was before his eyes. The dark 
London street had disappeared, and, in its 
stead, a neat country cottage in the far distant 
Highlands of Scotland had risen. In thought 
he was there : once more he saw the heather- 
covered hills that rose near that cottage home; 
once more the blue waters of the distant lake 
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glistened before him ; once more he sat in the 
cottage garden with his widowed mother, and 
watched, as he had done the evening before his 
departure for the crowded city, the setting sun. 
Once more that mother's words sounded in his 
ears, *John, my boy, don't forget your God, 
and he'll not forget you. "Kemember His 
Sabbath-day, to keep it holy." Though sinners 
entice thee to break it, consent thou not Oh, 
"^y ^oy, when you're tempted to do wrong, 
don't forget to pray ! Never let the sun go 
down on a prayerless day. May the God ol 
the fatherless guide my boy — ^may the Lord 
Jesus be your Saviour !' 

Yes, six months had passed since he heard 
these words, and yet they seen^®^ ^ sound in 
his ears. Tears filled hig ^yes ; and, rising, "he 
folded his hands and tj^^, ^ ^xa^et— playing 

for strength to oveix*^ jhet^^'P^^^'^^ ' ^^^^' 

taking up his pen, he >^ ^^ - ^as '.-"^ 
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* Thanks, Brown, for your invitation, but ] 
cannot accept it. My duty to God is to obey 
His commands ; and He hath said, '^ Remember 
the Sabbath-day, to keep it holy." Spending 
the day in idle pleasure is not doing this ; and 
I wish you would think over the subject, and 
not go yourself.' 

This finished, he glanced out of the window, 
saying, ^ That setting sun reminded me of my 
mother's words, and my duty to my God.' I 
was now almost out of sight, happy in having 
been made the means of keeping the fatherless 
boy from sin, and the widowed mother's heart 
from grief. 

How great is the influence of a pious mother's 
words! How wonderful the answers to hei 
earnest prayers ! 
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JULY 2. 




|t attention was directed this morning 
to a pletisantly situated farm-house 
in one of the western counties of 
Scotland. 

Very pleasant it looked. The house stood 
at the foot of a thickly-wooded hill : its white- 
washed walls contrasted well with the dark 
foliage of the fir trees; whilst the sloping gar- 
den in front (at the foot of which ran a little 
stream) gave a cheerful aspect to the scene. 

In the garden stood a girl, who might he 
about fifteen summers old. In her one hand 
she held a nosegay of bright-coloured flowers, 
and in the other a branch of the pure white 
Ayrshire rose, that covered the front of the 
house. The girl was dressed in deep moum- 
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ing; and round a pretty face, with soft blue 
eyes, the golden hair hung in loose wavy braids. 
She stood for a few minutes, as if drinking in 
with enjoyment the fresh morning air, then 
lightly tripped into the house. 

The window of one of the rooms stood open, 
and peeping in I discovered, lying on a couch, 
a girl some years older than the one I had seen. 
She looked ill, very ill, so pale and thin ; but 
the expression of her face was peacefal and 
sweet. 

Presently my friend of the garden entered, 
flower in hand, and, going up to the couch, 
threw her arms round the invalid's neck, say- 
ing, * Here, Mary, are some of your favourite 
flowers, to cheer you after your night of pain. 
Are they not pretty? I pulled them while they 
were sparkling with dew. Look at this branch 
of roses ; they are still bathed in it, as if they 
had spent the night in weeping.* 



Diary of the Sun. 



45 



* Thank you, Bessie dear,* said the sick girl; 
* how very beautiftd they are ! How good it is 
in God to make them 1 I often think of what 
Miss Moiitgomery told me the good Wilberforce 
said — " that flowers were God's smiles in a sick- 



»}> 



room. 

*So they are,* said Bessie; * don't you re- 
member your favourite hymn !* — and in a clear 
silvery tone she sang some lines, ending with 
the words — 

' To comfort man and whisper hope, 

Whene'er his faith is dim ; 
For God, who careth for the flowers, 
Will much more care for him.' 

I listened for some time to the conversation 
of the sisters, and discovered from it that they 
had, a short time before, lost tlieir mother; and 
in consequence of Mary, who was the eldest 
daughter, suffering from spine complaint, the 
whole management of the house had fallen en 
tlie gentle Bessie. 
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Presently the sick girl put a small book into 
her sister's hand, saying, * Now, Bessie, let us 
have our quiet morning reading out of the Book 
of Life, and I am sure both of us will get a 
lesson from it : you, how to perform the day's 
duties ; I, how to bear the trial of prolonged 
Olness. Neither of us can do those things in 
our own strength ; but, like St Paul, we can 
say, " We can do all things through Christ 
strengthening us." What a precious book the 
Bible is, and what an all-suflBicient Saviour it 
reveals ! Are we weighed down with cares and 
perplexities'? We may cast all our care on 
Him, for He careth for us. Are we ill % Ho 
maketh all our bed in our sickness j and even 
in death we need fear no evil, if He be our 
friend, but we shall be able in faith to say, " O 
death, where is thy sting] grave, where is 
thy victory 1 Thanks be to God which hath 
given us the victory through our Lord Jesus 
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Christ." Now, dearest, begin; and may the 
Holy Spirit bless to us the reading of the 
Word.' 

Bessie bent over her sister^s couch, and read 
of that land where pain and sorrow cannot 
enter, and where sin shall be unknown ; of that 
land where the Lamb of God shall lead His 
redeemed ones by the river of the water of life, 
and from which they shall go no more out. 
Then, shutting the book, she knelt down, and 
together they poured out their hearts in prayer. 

I sent my beams darting into the room to 
brighten all around; and as they played on 
the golden hair of the kneeling girl, her head 
seemed surrounded by a crown of glory — such 
as, I doubt not, is awaiting both of them in the 
bright land of which they had been reading. 

I withdrew with regret from the farm-house ; 
but I knew that the sisters were seeking a 
orighter light than mine, even the light of the 
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Sun of Eighteousness ; and casting a last glance 
on the ministering girl, I tamed to other scenes. 
And, as many a sight of deceit and sin met my 
eye that day, the thought arose, Would these 
things be so were God's Word daily read, and 
His protection sought, as it had been by the 
sisters in tlie quiet farm-house 1 




AUGUST 5. 

BAUTiPULLT situated is the old church 
of Quietland, in one of the midland 
counties of England. Calmly rest 
the dead in its churchyard, under the shade of 
old trees which surround it, and spread their 
large branches over the graves, as if with pro- 
tecting care. 

I love to peep into that quiet churchyard, 
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and look at the, qnaint old chuiclL It is oiilv 
one year since 1 had glanced there, sendmg my 
brightest rays through the richly coloured win- 
dows, till they rested on the dark hair of a 
young bride, as she stood before the altar by 
the side of her new-made husband- Th« mar- 
riage ceremony was just finished, and the bridal 
party were preparing to leave ; but the simple 
beauty of the childlike bride, and her fond, 
trusting look of love, I remembered long. From 
the casual remarks of the spectators, I learned 
she was the only child of a gentleman of large 
property in the neighbourhood, and was as 
good as she was beautiful ; whilst her husband 
was one respected by all who knew him. 
Young girls dressed in white scattered flowers 
on the pathway as the party passed; and 
moving through the churchyard, they entered 
the carriages waiting for them, and disappeared. 
Thinkinfif of that scene I looked to-day into 
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the old church, hut no forms were there. A 
stir in the churchyard caused me to look there, 
and, penetrating through the thick leafiness of 
the old trees, as they stood in their summer 
beauty, I saw a party gathered round an open 
grave. I glanced at the figures. The chief 
mourner was a young man. Deep, almost pas- 
sionate grief, which he vainly sought to repress, 
was written on his face, while all seemed to 
share more or less his sorrow. 

I looked closer at him, and recognised the 
young man whom I had seen the year before 
stand with the girl-bride at the altar in the old 
church. And now, where was she ] Could it 
be her grave at which he stood 1 For long I 
sought in vain to find out. Bitter tears were 
shed over the grave. Some loved one lay 
there : that was all I knew. 

<At last the grave was closed ; and the gray- 
haired minister, laying his hand on the arm of 
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tiie mourner, turned him away, — saying, as he 
did so, * She is asleep in Jesus ; let us try to 
follow Him even as she did, and we shall meet 
again, where there is no more deatL' The 
young man said nothing, but raised his eyes to 
heaven, as if in prayer ; then casting one last 
look at the grave, turned slowly away, followed 
by all the mourners. 

Scarcely had they left, when a troop of 
women, old and young, came slowly in, and 
going up to the grave, covered it with fresh- 
pulled flowers ; and one placed a beautiful 
wreath at the head. 

' And she's dead !' said an old woman, as her 
tears fell on the grave; 'dead, and she so 
young; only one year since she was a bride 
— the fairest one I ever saw ! ^ Ah me ! the 
young taken and the old left; but the Lord 
knows best' 

* She was fitter for heaven than earth,' sa^'d 

D 
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another ; ^she was just like an angel in all hei 
ways!* * Few like her in this world!* chimed 
in another voice ; while on all sides I caught 
remarks such as, * So friendly to the poor I 
A kind word for all !* 

* Oh !* said a young girl (the one who had 
laid the wreath on the grave), * I wonder what 
would have become of me without her ! I was 
growing bad, and learning all sorts of evil, 
when she spoke to me, and led me to my 
Saviour. It must have been iU for her to 
leave her husband she liked so well, and her 
new-bom babe, poor wee lamb !* 

*No doubt,* said the old woman who had 
spoken first, — *No doubt 'twas hard to part 
with them all ; but we must not forget that to 
the Christian to die is always gain ; and dearly 
as she loved her earthly friends, I know she 
loved her Lord better. Oh, yes, to die is surely 
gain!* 



I 
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They left: the quiet chuichyaid was silent 
once again — only the old trees waved their 
branches to and fro, and cast their shadows 
over the new-covered grave j and there 8?ie lay, 
the year-old wife, the mother of an hour ! 
But the words of the old woman seemed to 
sound through the air, * To die is gain.' Life 
may be very bright, but change is there ; but 
in that world which needeth not my beams, 
because of the brightness of the light which 
proceeds from the Lamb, who is the light 
thereof, there is change no more, night no more, 
pain no more ; and all tears are wiped away for 
ever from all eyes by the loving hand of the 
great God himself. 

The soul of the young wife was safe for ever. 
Change and sorrow could never more be her 
portion. Ah ! men might shed tears of sorrow 
over the loved one sleeping, but the redeemed 
ones in glory were hailing with joy the entry of 
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another spirit into bliss j and she herself, at hei 
Saviour's feet, was realizing the fiiU meaning of 
the words, * To die is gain.' 



SEPTEMBER 24. 




Sabbath autumn evening was closing. 
Already had I nearly run my race on 
one part of the world, preparatory to 
beginning it in another. For some time I had 
been throwing my long beams, giving a fare- 
well touch to some lovely scenes, lingering with 
delight amongst the bright and varied foliage 
of the trees, making some of the leaves flame 
as if of scarlet hue, restoring to the fallen ones 
some of their pristine beauty, and making more 
glorious still the green, orange, brown, and even 
purple tints of those which still clothed the 
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woods with beauty. The dark mountains, the 
golden grain, the green grass, the gentle hare- 
bells, all received my evening greeting. The 
wind was hushed; nature seemed ready, on 
my departure, to sink into repose ; when sud- 
denly, from a lonely Scottish glen, there rose 
a sound of music — ^a hymn of praise rose to- 
wards heaven. 

I glanced at the spot ; a few cottages were 
scattered up and down the glen. Their inmates 
had collected on the fine evening, and in one 
of the most beautiful parts, at the foot of a 
mountain overhung with birch and alder trees, 
had met to worship their God in their simple 
way. Their hymn of praise ended, an old mar 
with silvery hair rose and spoke a few words, 
reminding them that another Sabbath was pass- 
ing away, another milestone on the road to 
eternity passed. He spoke of lile as a great 
journey, in which the Christian would meet 
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with difficulties and dangers on the way ; but, 
overcoming them all through their Master^s aid, 
they were ever passing onward and upward, till 
at last the end appears, the gates of the celes- 
tial city come full in view, and justified fully 
through their Saviour^s blood and merits, they 
enter in, to go no more out, — to dwell for ever 
with the Lord, where congregations ne'er break 
up, and Sabbaths have no end. 

The old man's eye glowed with the fire of 
faith and hope as he spoke, and seemed to 
penetrate beyond the clouds, and see the 
glories which he described. Then he spoke 
a few words of the character which Christian 
pilgrims should bear: — *Be ye holy, as I am 
holy,' — the standard which their Master had 
set up for them. * Aie ye followers of Christ ] 
Then see to it that ye are becoming renewed 
in the whole man, after the image of God, — 
dying every day more and more unto sin, and 
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living unto righteousness; so that even your 
very enemies, and the enemies of the God you 
serve, may take notice of you that ye have been 
with Jesus.' 

Every eye rested with reverence on the old 
man ; and once moi*o, on the evening air, arose 
the voice of praise : — 

* Te who the name of Jesus bear. 

His sacred steps pursue ; 
And let that mind which was in Him 
Be also found in you.' 

Mingling loudly with the words, rose the dash 
of a small waterfall, which fell from a rocky 
height down into the glen; while the trees 
gently shook their leaves under the influence 
of a slight breeze which' had begun to rise, as 
if they, too, joined in the hymn of praise. 

I shine in many countries where the even- 
ings of the day of rest are spent in revelry and 
ungodly mirth, — one day even in seven being 
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grudged to the service of the great Creator 
and as I glanced at the quiet meeting on the 
Scottish hillside, and noticed the firm expres 
sion of the men as they sat wrapped in theii 
tartan plaids, and the calm yet resolute faces 
of the women, I thought that perchance Scot- 
land's peasantry owe much of their wide fame 
for honest industry and hravery to the influence 
which their quiet, well-spent Sabbaths exercise 
on their characters. 

I carried on these reflections long after I had 
sunk behind the Highland mountains; while 
the inhabitants of the quiet glen had sought 
their cottages, and were already thinking of 
seeking early repose, in order to rise strength- 
ened for the toil of another day. 
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OCTOBER 1. 

FTEB shining for some hours in a clear 
October sky, lighting up quiet rural 
scenes, playing amid the gorgeous 
autumnal tints of the woods and hills, and 
looking, in on many a crowded city, my rays 
at last rested for a while on the seaport town 

ofB . 

In the harbour lay a stately vessel; her 
graceful spars tapered proudly into the air, 
her yards across, with the sails partially un- 
furled, in readiness to catch the breeze. Beside 
her, in close attendance, was a bustling little 
steam-tug, the steam hissing fiercely from the 
escape-pipe, as if chafing at the delay caused 
by the last preparations for departure. The 
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cargo was all stowed away, the boats hoisted 
in and secured, the busy crew were running 
about the decks on various errands ; while the 
passengers were either busied in making their 
final preparations, or in taking a last farewell 
of the &iends who had come to see them set 
sail. Ah ! how many of these parting scenes 
have I witnessed between near and dear friends, 
never, perhaps, again to see each other on this 
earth. 

The pier was crowded with onlookers : some 
from mere curiositv or admiration of the beau- 

t 

tiful craft laden with such a precious freight ; 
but others there were who had a deep and 
special interest in that vessel — ^in some beloved 
friend soon to be borne away from their anxious 
gaze to a far distant land. 

Amid that busy throng I observed with 
deep interest a fine manly lad, scarce more 
than seventeen yea« of age, who was standing 
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a little apart, supporting and comforting a 
widow lady, who was hanging on his arm, as 
if unwilling to part wiUi him. She looked 
still young; yet I soon saw that it was his 
mother — a mother parting from her only 
son. 

I knew all about it. She dwelt in a small 
country village not many miles away — ^left a 
widow ere eighteen years had passed over her 
head, her one earthly tie and joy her fatherless 
boy. For him she had been sustained when 
oppressed with care; for him she had toiled; 
in him her life was bound up. But hers 
was truly a mother^s love; self was forgotten, 
and the welfare of her boy alone sought. 
When he had arrived at the years of man- 
hood, his arm had become her stay, and she 
had learned to cling to him more fondly 
than ever, as a son's fond affection and dutiful 
regard was amply repg^ying her for all the 
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tender care she had bestowed on his earliei 
years. But his future prospects must be 
thought of; and when a distant relative in 
India had written to her, offering her son a 
good situation in a mercantile house, she did 
not hesitate, but thankfully accepted it in his 
name, and he was about to set sail for Calcutta 
in the good ship now preparing to leave Old 
England's shore. 

Dearly did he love his mother, and at her 
bidding would have stayed behind-willingly 
stayed, to push his way amidst many difficulties 
at home. But now he was going : Hope threw 
bright visions before his eyes; the strange 
far-off land seemed to him a sure pathway 
to riches and honour; and sc, though the 
tears had fallen fast enough in the quiet 
village home, where mothei and son knelt 
together before the throne of grace and im- 
plored the blessing of the Almighty, when 
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he stood now on the crowded pier, and amidst 
the shouting throng, and saw the vessel which 
was to bear him away to the golden land of 
his glorying imagination, he spoke only words 
of cheerfulness. ' Keep up heart, dear mother,* 
he whispered ; * don't fear for me. In a few 
years, please God, FU make a fortune, and 
come home again and live with you.' 

Happy period of life, when stern realities are 
aU unthought of, and only the bright glitter 
seen! 

The mother listened, and hung on the part 
ing words of her darling. To some they might 
seem spoken lightly, as if the parting were no 
pain to him ; but she knew bettor — knew the 
deep well of aflfection which was in the boy's 
heart for her. She and the great God knew 
j£ the parting scene in the home of his child- 
hood ; and so one last kiss, one ' God be with 
fou !' and drawing her veil closer round lieT, 
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and stiiling the bursting sobs, she turned away 
to seek once again her village home — ^to dwell 
there in body, but in thought to dwell on the 
great ocean with the child of her heart; to 
spend long hours in prayer to her God — prayers 
which would shield her boy from many an 
evU. Truly *he that tarries at home divides 
the spoil ;' and over and around the child of 
prayer the everlasting arms will surely be 
spread. 

And so she will live alono ; nay, surely not 
alone, for He will dwell with her who raised 
from the dead the young man of Nain, who 
was ^ the only son of his mother, and she waa 
a widow/ 
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OCTOBEK 26. 




OR the last three days dar& cioaas and 
pelting rain ha-ve hinderea me iroia 
getting even a peep of tne eartn. 
When I did so to-day, I saw at once that a 
change had passed over it. A feaifiil tempest 
had raged, carrying destruction before it, — 
strewing the shores with the remains of wiecked 
vessels, telling a lamentable tale of woe, and 
speaking of the dangers attending those * who 
go down to the sea in ships, who do husiness 
in great waters.' The face of nature also bore 
on it the ravages of the tempest; here and 
there great trees torn up by the roots lay 
prostrate on the ground, and the earth wa8 
covered with the many-coloured leaves uf 
autumn. 
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I glanced into soveral abodes, and saw in 
some, hearts suffering in unison with nature 
around. But even while the storm raged thus 
without, joy had come to others. 

In one room of a mansion in the suburbs 
of a beautiful Scottish city, I saw the follow- 
ing: — The shutters were partially shut, but I 
slid in, and peeping through the half-draMrn 
curtains of a bed, saw there a mother and a 
new-bom babe. The child was asleep, but the 
mother watched it as it lay, a strange feeling 
of bliss stirring her heart, for this babe was her 
first-bom. 

Only two days had the little stranger as yel 
lived ou earth; in the midst oH the raging 
tempest it had first opened its eves on a world 
of care and sorrow. Ooida one have wondered 
if, in dismay at the prospect before it, the 
gentle spirit had fled to brighter realms % But 
no: He who gave -it birth, and fashioned 
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all ite members, had a work for it to do on 
earth — a work for Him. Already that work 
was began. 

As a little messenger of joy, the baby-girl 
bad come bringing happiness and comfort to 
anxious hearts. No father's kiss had as yet 
rested on its infant brow, for he was far off, in 
distant lands, fighting for his home and country. 
£ut as she gazed on the lonely babe, the 
mother felt strengthened to bear up till, in 
happier days, she could put the child in its 
father's arms. 

Sleep on, little babe, happy in the land of 
baby -dreams ! Short as thy life has yet been 
in this world, thou hast done a work in it 
which many, alas ! who have lived years on 
earth, have failed to do ; thou hast brought joy 
to a human heart. May thy life be a happy 
one ; thine earthly mission the blessed one of 
comforting weary hearts. 
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I brightened up all around, then withdrew 
— thinking, as I did so, that though my rays 
shall one day he extinguished, the immortal 
soul of the little babe can never die. What 
better boon could I wish for it, than that it 
may early be led to the good Shepherd, who, 
whilst He lived on earth, took the little ones 
in His arms and blessed them, and who, from 
yonder heavens, from His throne of glory, says 
still, Mothers, * suffer the little children to 
come unto me, and forbid them not.* * My 
ways are ways of pleasantness, and all my 
paths are peace.' 
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:NOVELVrBER 24. 




COLD, cloudy day, with a constant 
drizzling rain, prevented my getting 
any continuous glimpses of earth 
till far on in the afternoon ; but then a brisk 
wind got up, dispersing the clouds, and letting 
my beams fall on the wet ground. 

The first peep I had of the world was 
into a large manufacturing town in England. 
People walked about with dismal coimtenances, 
wrapped up in waterproof coats and cloaks, 
and only on my appearance putting down their 
umbrellas. 

One young man amongst many others at- 
tracted my attention. He walked along xapidiy 
--business, not pleasure evid©^% taking laxm 
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as well as the others who paced the street^ 
ahroad. 

I followed him, scarce knowing why. He 
passed along several of the principal streets 
then turning off, entered a narrow lane, which 
led to one of the poorest, most crowded, and 
most miserable parts of the town. 

Through several of those narrow streets he 
threaded his way, and at last entered a dark 
court, where played numbers of pale, sickly 
children, — children who had never breathed 
other than the polluted air ; who knew nothing 
of green meadows, waving trees, or bright 
flowers; who never basked under my bright 
beams (for the tall houses on each side of the 
narrow street almost met, and but few of my 
rays penetrated there). 

Poor little ones ! and yet the God who made 
me made you also, and surely designed some 
better life for you than this. Where lies the 
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mistake 1 CeFtainly with man, not with the 
Lord of all. Will none take compassion on 
those many little ones, and let light from hea- 
ven shine in, both on their bodies and souls 

The young man spoke kindly to the chil- 
dren, and opening a door, ascended a steep, 
tumble-down, dark stair. For a short time I 
lost sight of him ; but peering from one place 
to another, at last, near the top of the house, 
I saw a small, very small window, and peeped 
in. 

The little room spoke of poverty and want, 
gloom and darkness. Three infant children 
sat on the floor staring at the young man, who 
sat by the side of a low bed at the one *^nX of 
the room. He stooped over it, speaking kind 
words to some one who lay there. A slight 
movement enabled me to see the face of the 
person in the bed. It was that of a woman — 
pale, suffering, dying; and yet I saw with 
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astonishment that, despite the pain, the poverty, 
the miserable abode, a gleam, as of unspeakable 
joy, irradiated the whole countenance. Her 
dark eyes glowed as with a light brighter, far 
brighter, than mine. 

She ^poke almost in a whisper, as she an- 
swered the questions of the young doctor (for 
such he was) concerning her bodily suflFering. 
'Worse, much worse,* she said; *I think the 
end is near, and then I shall be for ever with 
the Lord — for ever with Jesus, my peace, my all. 
I can scarce believe that glory is so near. Ah, 
sir, thanks be to you, who told me of Him who 
pardons sinners and takes the sting from death, 
— of Him who seeks after His lost sheep till 
He finds them, and carries them into the hea- 
venly fold, where they shall go no more out! 
Only to think, in heaven I'll always see Him — 
never a cloud between the King in beauty and 
the land that is very off !* 
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The young doctor took the cold thin hand 
in his, and said softly, * Yes, my friend, thine 
eyes shall see it soon, very soon ; and the in- 
habitant of that land shall not say, I am sick. 
The people that dwell therein shall be forgiven 
their iniquity. Thanks be to His name, who 
has blotted out all their iniquities in His own 
blood!' 

* Amen !* the sick woman replied ; then 
uttering the words, * My children,* the doctoi 
signed to the Httle ones to draw near— lifting 
them gently to receive their mother's parting 
kiss. * Father,* she said, looking up, * I leave 
them to Thee. Blessed Jesus, bless them and 
keep them !* 

A sudden change came over her face. The 
young man knelt by the bed and prayed a few 
words, but she scarcely seemed to follow them. 
A great flush of joy had spread over her face ; 
tnd with her hands stretched, as if towards 
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Bome one she saw, the words came from hei 
lips, * Even so ; I am ready, Lord Jesus.* 
And her soul had burst its earthly prison, 
and was soaring away to the regions of ever- 
lasting day. 

The young man stood a moment solemnised; 
then closing the eyes, he hurried away to seek 
some neighbour to look after both the living 
and the dead, — saying, as he did so, * Thanks 
be to Him who hath abolished death, and 
brought life and immortality to light.* 

And so, even in that dark, wretched court, 
where my beams can scarcely penetrate, ttie 
beams of the better Sun had shone, and con- 
verted the darkness into glorious day, — touch- 
ing with His all-powerful rays the dreary home, 
till it shone with a glory not of earth. 

I followed the young doctor as he emerged 
from the court, passed once more through the 
narrow streets, and entered the gay thorough- 
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fare on which I now shone brightly. His 
countenance still wore a solemix look, as of one 
who had come from the presence of death. A 
young friend greeted him. * Well, Amot, been 
poking about all day again in these miserable 
holes, till you look as lugubrious as you can ! 
You'll be catching typhus some of these days, 
and then farewell to your Utopian ideas of 
" bettering the world, or — let me think, what 
was it? — shedding light on at least some 
dark spots, and comforting some weary hearts." 
And yet you don't look altogether miserable 
either. What a queer expression you have got 
to-day, to be sure ! I can't tell whether it is a 
sad or a glad one. Come, tell me what you 
have been about, to look like that] Where 
have you come from now ]' 

* From a deathbed in the darkest, dirtiest 
court in all the town,' was the answer. * And 
yet, despite of all, I pray God, when my hour 
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comes, such a peaceful, joyful death may be 
mine, as that which I have just witnessed.' 

* What ! peace and joy in such a court as 
that? Surely, Amot, you dream; these sad 
scenes confuse your brain !' 

* Nay, Elliot ; I dream not. In yonder court 
I have seen an heir of glory die. No place so 
dark, and no heart so sinful, that the Lord 
of glory cannot brighten and purify when He 
entereth it. Don't fear for me, my friend ; it 
isn't all gloominess we doctors get at death- 
beds. We sometimes learn bright lessons there, 
and catch glimpses of a better land. And you 
know that the man who has tasted the most, 
and drunk the deepest at the fountain of earthly 
pleasures, said of them all, " Vanity and vex- 
ation of spirit ;" and acknowledged, " It is 
better to go to the house of mourning than to 
the house of feasting ; for by the sadness of the 
countenance the heart is made better." But I 
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must say good-bye for the present, as I have a 
patient I must see here.* 

They parted ; the one, to pursue his course 
of usefuhiess in the strength of the Lord ; the 
other, to drown in mirth and folly every serious 
thought, — knowing all the while that the hour 
which had come to the poor woman in the 
court must come to him also, * when the silver 
cord of life shall be loosed and the golden bowl 
be broken ;' * when the dust shall return into 
the earth, and the spirit unto the God who 
gave it.' 



DECEMBER 4. 



Iert cold and cheerless did the earth 
look to-day, when, at the hour of 
twelve, I was first able to get a peep 
9t it, — having been prevented from so doing 
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sooner by tne thick snow-flakes that had fallen 
for so many hours. What good use they had 
made of their time, to be sure ! — how com- 
pletely they had covered up fields, hedges, 
trees, and roads, resting on the roofs of the 
houses, and even darkening some of the Avin- 
dows! It was a curious sight that snow- 
covered earth ; and, with the leaden-coloured 
clouds unbroken, it must have been cheerless 
indeed. 

It was biting cold: the few birds that hopped 
about looked half desperate with hunger, — 
striving, often in vain, to get at the few berries 
that were almost concealed by the thick snow. 
My rays did but little good in tempering the 
keenness of the air ; though out in the country, 
where the snow lay pure and spotlessly white 
for miles and. miles around, I continued here 
and there to light it up, and relieved the same- 
ness by painting with bright colours some por- 
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tion of the white, and conyerting some of the 
flakes which hung on the trees into drops of 
diamond clearness. 

But oh, the desolate appearance of the towns 
where the snow lay, white no longer, but 
trampled on by the feet of the multitude, and 
polluted by the smoke ! People walked about 
quickly ; whilst many little children were cry- 
ing with the piercmg cold. 

I glanced into one room, in one of the poor 
suburbs of a large Scottish city; but what a 
scene met me ! Round an almost empty fire- 
place crowded some six or seven young children, 
clothed in rags; whilst lying on the ground, 
in another part of the room, with one ragged 
blanket to cover him, lay a sick man, — ^his wife 
sittmg beside him, crying bitterly, a helpless 
babe on her knee. 

The expression of the man's countenance 
^as dogged, nay, even desperate. *Left to 
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starve like so many dogs !' he muttered. * Not 
a bite of bread, not a bit of fire ! Oh, if I could 
only rise and seek work !* and raising himself, 
he tried to stand up; but the effort was too 
great, and, with a groan, he sank down again. 

His wife raised her head, took one glance at 
his haggard, sunken face, then stood up, folded 
her child in her arms, and, with a look of de- 
termination, said, * Tom, I'm going ; I can bear 
it no longer. Fm going to beg: better that 
than see husband and children starve.' 

She moved towards the door. As she did so 
a light knock was heard ; the door was gently 
opened, and a lady entered, with a basket in 
her hand, followed by a man bearing a bag of 
coals. At one glance she seemed to take in 
everything, — ^the empty fireplace, the wretched 
room, the starving chUdren, the sick man, the 
suffering woman. No idle questions, no mean- 
ingless comfortings escaped her lips. * Thank 
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God, T came !' were her first words, pressed 
from her by the desolate sight. *How you 
must have suffered, poor people !* she said, in 
kind, compassionate tones. 

In a few minutes the whole aspect of the 
room seemed changed. A bright fire was 
kindled, food placed on the table, and, stooping 
over the low bod, the lady was offering some 
nourishment to the sick, half-famished man, — 
no look of despair on his countenance now, as 
he gazed at the fair young face, as if it were the 
face of an angeL 

Fire, food, and kind, loving words — what 
wonders they had effected ! Tears were still in 
the eyes of the mother, but they were no longer 
tears of sorrow, but those of heartfelt joy and 
gratitude, as she looked at her children, smiling 
as they ate, and rejoiced in the warm blaze, or 
as she saw the changed expression of her hus- 
band's face. * How can we thank you enough l' 
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she said with a fall heart, as the lady rose to 
depart. * May you be rewarded !* 

* I have been more than rewarded already/ 
she said sweetly. * Do you remember the words 
of the Lord Jesus, how He said, " It is more 
blessed to give than to receive"!' 

More blessed to give than to receive ! How 
few seem to realise that truth! On this cold 
winter day I have looked into many rooms, even 
more poor and wretched than that, but there 
was no hand stretched out to relieve — ^none 
heeded the many starving dying ones. And 
yet * it is more blessed to give than to receive.* 
How blessed these starving ones would be in 
receiving ! and yet giving is more blessed stilL 

Strange, very strange, that so few seem to 
care for the blessedness of giving. Oh, if they 
could only see the sights I see, surely, surely 
they would never cease giving, till all the starv- 
ing ones on the earth had enough and to spare J 
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DECEMBER 25. 




HAD scarcely risen on the European 
part of the world, when my rays fell 
on a beautiful German town. The 
snow covered the streets; long icicles hung from 
the roofe and windows ; whilst the river, which 
usually flowed near, was bound in fetters of ice. 
Everything spoke of the reign of winter. 

Already people were stirring in the streets, 
and in-doors great preparations were making 
for the Christmas festival ; and in every house- 
hold young and old were busily occupied. 

Into one house in particular I glanced, for 
there some yoimg friends of mine dwelt, whom 
from time to time I used to take a peep at, and 
loved them for their kind, gentle ways. Fair- 
haired German children they were — ^two boys 

F 
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and two girls. More than usually happy they 
looked this morning. 

Breakfast was on the tahle in one room, into 
which I saw the father, mother, and some Eng- 
gHsh relations enter ; but at first I looked in 
vain for my young friends. Presently I heard 
a sound of sweet music, low at first, but gra- 
dually swelling fuller and fiiller, as voice after 
voice joined in a hymn of praise — 

* From heaven above to earth I come ; 
I bear good news to every home : 
Glad tidings of great joy I bring 
Where(^ I now will say and sing. 

To you this day is bom a child 
Of Mary, chosen mother mild. 
This Uttle child, of lowly birth. 
Shall be the joy of all the earth. 

*Tls Christ, our God, who from on high 
Hath heard your sad and bitter cry: 
Himself will your salvation be ; 
Himself from sin will make yon free. 

« « « « « 

Thus far had the song proceeded, when folding- 
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doors were flung open, and the band of singers, 
amongst whom I easily singled out my four 
favourites, appeared. The singers were dressed 
in bright colours, each wearing a wreath of 
evergreens ; and some of the boys accompanied 
them with the concertina. 

The scene was a beautifiil one. The whole 
room was decked with evergreens ; and in the 
centre of the room stood a large Christmas tree, 
laden with presents of every description,— 
fruits, and bright-coloured glittering ornaments, 
with wax tapers, red, blue, yellow, and white, 
ready to be lighted when the evening came. 
In tlie meantime I sent my beams to light it 
up with a brighter glow than artificial light can 
give. But the carol came to an end — the con- 
cluding verses echoing through the room : — 

* Ah, dearest Jesus, holy child I 
Make Thee a bed, soft, undefiled. 
Within my heart, that it may be 
A quiet chamber kept for Thee. 
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Gloiy to God in highest heaven. 
Who unto man His Bon hath given ; 
While angels sing, with pious mirth, 
A glad New Year to all the earth.' 

Then the soft child-voices began a chant : — 
'Unto us a child is bom, unto us a son is 
given : and the government shall be upon his 
shoulder : and his name shall be called Won- 
deifdl, CounseJlor, The mighty God, The ever- 
lasting Father, The Prince of Peace.' Other 
words followed ; and the chant ended with the 
words, ^ He that spared not his Son, but deli 
veared him up for us all, how shall he no^ 
freely give us all things V 

The music ceased, and the youngsters received 
the congratulations of their parents and friends. 
BreakfiBust over, they arranged once more the 
presents on the Christmas tree, ere setting out 
to church. 

As they were preparing to go I saw little 
Gretchen, the youngest of my favourites, ran 
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up to her father, and showing him a smaU 
parcel which she carried in her hand, ask leave 
to take it, after church was over, to Hans, — 
*Poor little Hans, you know,' said she, *to 
whom even Christmas-day brings so little plea- 
sure, so few gifts.* Consent was given, and 
Gretchen set oS in glee, — ^turning back, ere she 
joined the children, to say, * Oh, papa, what a 
happy, happy day Christmas is !' and then 
lowering her voice, with a mysterious look, she 
half whispered, * Some of them say it is Santa 
Claus brings us the presents ; but I know better. 
I know it is just good, kind Jesus puts it into 
people's heads to make every one round them 
happy, and give them nice presents on His 
birthday. Isn't it kind of Him 1 Oh, I wish 
1 could give Him something — and I will ! I 
know what I'll do, — try and help some of His 
poor people, and Jesus will like that ; for He 
says, " Inasmuch as you do it unto the least of 



88 



Jottings from the 



these, ye do it unto me;"' and she ran off, 
without waiting for an answer — satisfied she 
had found out the right plan. 

Later in the day I once again saw little 
Gretchen. She was walking quickly along, alone, 
warmly wrapped up to keep out the cold — her 
cheeks rosy with health and excitement. I 
followed her, determined, if possible, to get a 
sight of the little Hans she had spoken of. 
She stopped at a small house, in a poor part 
of the town, and knocked gently at the door. 
A child's voice hade her come in; and, peep- 
ing through the window, I saw the room she 
entered. 

On a low chair, near a small stove, sat a de- 
formed boy, a look of suffering in his poor, thin, 
pale face. He was alone. A small book lay 
open beside him, and in his hand was a knife, 
with which he was carving a figure out of a 
piece of wood. His face brightened as the little 
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girl came in, — looking at her as if she were some 
angel sister. 

' Are you alone, Hans/ she said — * all alone, 
and this Christmas-day ] How is that 1 Have 
the cousins all left you V 

The hoy smiled sweetly, though his eyes 
filled with tears. * You know,' he said, * it was 
only natural they should go ; every one that 
can, likes to he out to-day, — it is so pleasant 
the going to the church, where they say the 
singing is so heautifal, so very heautiful ; and 
the flowers ; and the hearing ahout Jesus leaving 
all the glory of heaven, — the city where the 
streets are all golden, and the gates pearls, and 
the walls all sorts of precious stones, — and 
coming into this world a little hahy, horn in a 
manger, all to die to save all who love Him 
from death. Oh, I don't wonder cousins like 
to go and hear ahout it ; only it is so strange 
that they just toll me ahout the people they 
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see. But you muBt not think I am unhappy 
alone. See, I have been carving a new figure, 
and it is almost finished; and besides/ — and 
the boy laised his eyes thoughtfully to the sky, 
— ' I am not alone, for the Father is with me, 
and JesuB too.' 

Little Gretchen now undid her parcel, and 
brought out some small prettily cut toys, a 
large knife, a book fall of bright pictures, and 
a bag of all sorts of sweetmeats. ^ See, Hans, 
these are for you.' 

They were received with exclamations of 
wonder and delight by the poor cripple; and 
much childlike conversation was carried on be 
tween the two. 

Presently, as Hans surveyed his treasures, 
turning them carefully over one by one, and 
admiring their workmanship, he said almost 
involuntarily, * I knew Jesus would not forget 
me to-day : He has sent me these/ 
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* Hans/ said little Gretchen, ' shall I tell you 
what the minister told us to-day, at least some 
of the bits I remember)' 

* Ah yes, do !* said the boy eagerly. * How 
I wished all morning to hear what they were 
saying in the churches about Jesus! Oh, do 

teur 

* The words of the text he talked about were 
such nice ones,' Gretchen said. * See here they 
are in your Bible : " Thanks be to God for his . 
unspeakable gift." I remember the bits he said 
to children about that. He told us he knew 
we would all be receiving gifts to-day, some 
of us more beautiful ones, others less so; and 
he spoke about how much we should love the 
friends who were so kind to us, and so desirous 
of giving us pleasure; and how we should be 
veiy obedient to them, and try always to please 
them. Then he told us how our Father in 
leaven, the great God, loved us even more than 
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earihly parents did, and had shown His love 
by giving to us the greatest and best gift He 
could give — His only Son, Jesus Christ. Then 
he told us about what Jesus did when He was 
a child on earth, and how all the time He 
lived here He went about doing good, — and 
was always so kind to the little children, bless- 
ing them, and letting no one keep them away 
from Him; and how He loved to hear them 
sing Hosanna to Him, and was so angry when 
the people tried to stop them, and asked the 
priests if they had never read that out of the 
mouths of children God was praised.* 

Here Hans interrupted her by saying, * I am 
so glad to think Jesus likes the children to sing 
praises to Him. I can always do that; and I 
love to do it so much !' 

*Yes, Hans,' replied Gretchen; *and you do 
it so beautifully, every one likes to hear you 
«:ng. Then the minister told us how Jesus 
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died on the cross for us, and how none of us 
would ever get to heaven unless we would go 
to Jesus and ask Him to wash us and make us 
free from all sin in His blood; and how He 
would do it, and would take us by the hand 
and lead us all the way we had to go through 
this world, and then would take us in through 
the door of heaven, and let us live with Him 
for ever. And wont that be nice, Hans, never 
to go away fix)m Him, — to have just one long, 
happy Christmas-day always ) 

* But he told us far more than that, only I 
can just remember little bits; and yet, at the 
end he told us some things we might do to 
please Him who had done so much for us. 
We must read in the Bible about all the things 
He likes us to do, and ask Him to help us to 
do them. We must be kind and helpful to all 
around us, and speak to others about Him.' 

Little Hans hung on every word, the colour 
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coining and going on his pale cheeks. At last 
Gretchen rose to go, telling Hans she would 
come again soon. As she rose to go, Hans, 
with a bright flush, took up the little figure he 
had carved, and timidly offered it to the little 
girl, saying, * I made it for you; please accept 
it for a Christmas gift.' 

* How good, how kind of you, Hans, to 
make it for mei Oh, I like it so much, it is 
so pretty ! How clever you are 1 How nicely 
you cut out all these things ! I shall show it 
to them all at home, and then hang it on the 
Christmas tree. Thank you, thank you, Hans;' 
and, with a bright smile, she went away. 

I lingered a few minutes, to cheer up yet a 
little longer the poor lonely boy. At first 
he sat quite still, looking at tlie door where 
Gretchen had disappeared, as if all light and 
joy had gone with her. Then lifting his little 
Bible, he read a moment. I sent my rays right 
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down on the book. He looked up quicklj, 
watching my beams as they played on the 
white snow, then said slowly, *The Sun of 
Eighteousness has arisen with healing on His 
wings. Thanks be to God for His unspeakable 
gift !' Then taking up the toys, he examined 
them closely. Then eagerly opening the new 
knife, and taking up a piece of wood which lay 
near, he began to try to imitate them. I saw 
with delight that the knife and the toys would 
not give pleasure only for a day, but would 
afford the poor afflicted boy long hours of 
gratification in the winter nights, and would 
often recall to his remembrance the words of 
Christian love spoken by Kttle Gretchen on the 
Christmas-day on which he received them. 

As I turned away, leaving the lonely child 
so cheered and happy, I seemed to hear a voice 
saying, * Little Gretchen, inasmuch as ye have 
done it unto one of the least of these, ye have 
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done it unto me.' The best of Chiistmas bless- 
ings rest on your head, gentle boy; and when 
your pilgrimage on earth is over, may you 
dwell for ever in the land where sickness and 
su£fering are unknown; where my beams shall 
no longer be thy light by day, neither for 
brightness shall the moon give light unto thee: 
for the Lord shall be unto thee an everlasting 
light, and thy God thy glory ! 
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Australian explorers, of the Garibaldians, and of the Arctic navigators ; 
relieved by tales of such victories as those of Trafalgar and the Nile. 
Suitable biographies are skilfully introduced." — British Quarterly Review, 

II. 

GREY HAWK: Life and Adventures 

among the Red Indians. An Old Story Retold. 
Eleven Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, ^s, 

" The editor of the Leisure Hour having come across a romantic story 
of real life, has worked it up into a genuinely interesting Indian story. 
The illustrations and handsome style in which the book is got up make it 
very suitable for presentation." — Sheffield Independent, 

" We cannot better testify to its absorbing interest than by saying that 
we have read every word of it. It is a unique picture o{ Indian Ufc and 
customs^-of a state of things which already has well-ms\x passed away. It 
is as instructive as it is romantic As a book for boys, and not Cor them 
only, it can scarcely be surpassed '"^-British Quarterly Revirw. 



HODDER AND STOUGHTONS 



BY DR. MACAULAY, Editor of '' The Leisure Hour.'' 

III. 

ALL TRUE. Records of Peril and Adventure 

by Sea and Land — Remarkable Escapes and Deliverances^ 

Missionary Enterprises and Travels — Wonders of Nature 

and Providence — Incidents of Christian History and 

Biography. With Twelve Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth 

gilt, 5^- 

" ' All True ' contains records of adventures by sea and land, remark- 
able escapes and deliverances, missionary enterprises, etc. ; b as entertaining 
as the majority of such books are depressing, and may be welcomed as a 
welcome present for children. The illustrations are above the average of 
those vouchsafed to us in children's books."— tS'/Ar/a/^r, 

IV. 

ACROSS THE FERRY: First Impressions 

of America and its People. With Nine Illustrations. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, price 51. 

" Dr. Macaulay not only records his own impressions, but he incorporates 
with them much of the useful and interesting information which an 
intelligent traveller not only picks up, but takes special pains to furnish 
himself with. The volume is a series of Photographs of America as it was 
in 1870, and is full, therefore, of practical interest." — Brituh Quarterly 
Review, 

THE BOY IN THE BUSH. A Tale of 

Australian Life. By Richard Rowe. Crown 8vo, 
with Illustrations, 3^. 6^. 



THE POSTMAN'S BAG. By John de 

LiEFDS. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 25, 6d, 

" Commend us to Mr. de Liefde for a pleasant story, whether in the 
parlour or on the printed page. He is himself a story-book, full of 
infectious humour, racy anecdote, youthful freshness, and warm-hearted 
religion. In this .pretty volume we do not get any of his more elaborate 
tales ; it is professedly a book ' for boys and girls,' and is made up of short 
stories and fables, the very things to win children's hearts." — The Pmiriet, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



BY MRS. ROBERT aREILLY. 

"Mn. O'Reilly possesses the art which Miss Mitford exhibited so 
remarkably in * Our Village.' To make a short tale attractive has 
baffled the art of some of the greatest of our novelists. It is a special gift, 
and she may be congratulated on its possession." — PaU Mall Gtuette, 

I. 

THE RED HOUSE IN THE SUBURBS- 

With Twenty-six Illustrations by F. A. Fraser. Cloth 
gilt. 3J. 6d. 

II. 

REED FARM. With Thirteen Illustrations by 

TowNLEY Green. Crown 8yo, cloth gilt extra, y, 6d, 
<*One of Mrs. O'Reilly's best and happiest efforts."— CAm/ioii Age, 

III. 

MEG'S MISTAKE, and other Sussex 

Stories. With Twenty Illustrations by Fred. Barnard. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 51. 

"The humour and pathos of these stories are beyond all praise.*'— 
Standard, 

** We have never seen better stories of their kind." — Acadtmif* 



THE CHILDREN OF CHINA: Written 

for the Children of England. By the Author of "The 
Children of India." With Numerous Illustrations. Hand- 
somely bound, fcap. 4to, gilt edges, 51. 

" Miss Marston's beautiful book comes to us in all the glory that goldi 
turquoise, and black can give to its binding. The fortunate children who 
get this book as a present will be pleased with its outward appearance, they 
will be delighted with its interior. The paper is good, the printing is good, 
the illustrations are good, and what is of greater importance the writing is 
good. The author knows well how to talk interestingly to children, 
tad her style is so clear and ^inple that she contrives to convey an 
immense amount of information in her 330 pages." — IllusirtUedMiMonarx 
Nevfs, 

** Will be jojrfully welcomed. Well written, very elegantly bound, and 
piolnsely illustrated, with a good map at the beginning. We have seldom. 
■een a book for children which we liked better, or could more heartily 
iccommend as a prize or present. — Record, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



BY THE LATE W, H. G. KINGSTON. 
** Mr. Kingston's inimitable stories."— ^rr'/uA Quaritrfy Reuitw, 

I. 

FROM POWDER MONKEY TO AD- 
MIRAL, A Story of Naval Adventure. Eight 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 51. Gilt edges. 

" Kingston's tales require no oommendation. Tliey are full of go. AH 
lads enjoy tliem, and many men. This is one of his best stories— >« 
3routhful critic assures us his very best." — Sheffield Independent, 

II. 

JAMES BRAITHWAITE, THE SUPER- 
CARGO. The Story of his Adventures Ashore 
and Afloat. With Eight Illustrations, Portrait, and Short 
Account of the Author. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, handsomely 
bound, 5^. j 

*' The supercargo's exploits at sea during the early part of this century 
appear as fresh and vigorous as though they were described yesterday. It 
is a healthy, hearty, enjoyable story." — Daify ChronicU, 

III. 

JOVINIAN. A Tale of Early Papal Rome. 

With Eight Illustrations. Cheap Edition. Fcap. 8vo/ 
" It is a po\rerfal and thrilling story." — Methffdist Recorder, 

IV. 

HENDRICKS THE HUNTER; or, The 

Border Farm. A Tale of Zululand. With Fiye 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo. Handsomely bound in doth, 
gilt edgesj price 51. 

*' A delightful book of travel and adventure in Zululand." — Atkenaum, 
*< A boy may be happy all day with Mr. Kingston's ' Hendricks th« 
Hunter.' " — Saturday Review. 



"fJENDRICKS THE HUNTER." 




i 



8 HODDBR AND STOUGHTON'S 

BY THE LATE W. H. G, KINGSTON (Continued). 

V. 

CLARA MAYNARD; or, The Trae and 

the False. A Tale for the Times. Ninth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, 3^. 6d, 

" An admirable story, in which the mischievous results of Ritualistic 
teaching are effectively ^wn." — Rock, 

VI. 

PETER TRAWL ; or, The Adventures of 

« Whaler. With Eight Illustrations. Handsomely bound 
in doth. Crown 8vo, gilt edges, price $s. 

"Here will be found shipwrecks and desert islands, and hair-breadth 
escapes of every kind, all delightful and spirit-stirring."— C(9«r/ youmoL 

" It is a manly sort of book, with a good deal of information in it, as 
■well as the adventures which boys love.** — Athtnaum, 



KATE'S MOTHER By Ellen Hodgson. 

Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d, 

** A brightly told simple domestic story." — European Mail, 
" A homely tale, very charmingly told of humble family life, with its 
trials, and swrows, and loves ; its disappointments and compensations. It 
is a thoroughly natural story, and one that will help to elevate and purify 
ihe life of the household. — Christian, 



POOR PAPA. By Mary W. Porter. With 

Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, sewed, is, 

" His troubles are very comic." — British Quartsrfy, 
" Intensely amusing." — City Press. 
*' Admirably \oW:'—Livtrpool Album, 



STORY AFTER STORY of Land and 

Sea, Man and Beast. By the Author of *' Sunday 
Evenings with my Children," etc. With 130 Illustrations. 
Square crown 8vo, cloth, y, 6d, 

"The pages contain engravings in abundance, each one serving to 
Dlttstrate a pleasant little story." — Sunday School Times, 

" For young people this volume must prove quite an attractive mine of 
amusement. It will make an excellent prize." — Schoolmaster, 

"A most attractive and useful volume for young readers." — Rock, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG, 



BY MISS DOUDNEY. 

A LONG LANE WITH A TURNING. 

A Story. With Sixteen Illustrations by M. £. Edwards. 
Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, clothi 5x. 

" Miss Doudney is a charming writer of good stories without bdng 
goody, and this ought to be a &vourite amongst her numerous works."-^ 
AcaeUwy, 

" A charming story for girls." — Record, 

*' I consider it not only one (^ the best of her stories but one of the best 
stories of its VxaA,"— Truth, 

^VHAT'S IN A NAME ? With Eight Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, handsomely bound, 5j. 

"One of Sarah Doudney's most charming idylls. The story is very 
sweet, fiill of charming surprises and soft emotions." — Court youmal. 

" One of the most charming stories it is possible to conceive." — IVhttehaO 
Remew, 

III. 

NELLY CHANNELL. With Four Illustra- 
tions. Cloth, 3^. 6d, 

" A quiet and wholesome story well told." — Dtufy Neva, 
" A dever tale, inculcating noble principles."— CAm/Zon. 

NOTHING BUT LEAVES. With 

Frontispiece. New and Cheaper Edition. Eleventh Thou- 
sand, y. 6d, 

" A pretty and well-written story." — Atheiutum, 

" One of the most charming and exquisitely-told tales that we ever had 
the pleasure of perusing." — Literary World. 

THE CHILDREN'S PASTIME: Pictures 

and Stories. By L. G. S£guin, Author of *< Walks 

in Algiers," etc. With 200 Illustrations. Square crown 

8vo, 3^. 6^. 

" It contains many excellent stories. They are well illustrated by many 

woodcuts. A treasure for those who have to amuse young folk." — 

Scottman, 

" A capital gift-book fxx a good boy or gvel"— Literary World, 

" A welcome gift in any nursery of young children." — Literary Church 



lO GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG, 

CHEERFUL SUNDAYS: Stories, 

Parables, and Poems for Children. With 150 

Illustrations. By the Author of "Story after Story," etc. 

Square crown 8yo, 31. 6d, 

" ' Cheerful Sundays ' is the title of another volume of religions stories 

and verses for children. It is well done, and is excellently illustxated.— > 

Scotsmatt, 

" A good book for Sunday reading for little ones." — Standard, 



SEPPEL ; or. The Burning of the Syna- 
gogue at Munich. By Gustav Nieritz. With Frontis- 
piece. I J. 6</. 
" The narrative is of thrilling interest" — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

BUSY HANDS AND PATIENT 

HEARTS; or, the Blind Boy of Dresden and 
his Friends. By the same Author. Eighth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, illustrated, is, td. 
*' One of the most beautiful stories ever written for children." — 
*' A real and genuine Christmas story." — Tim$s^ [Nonconf»nmst. 



The "Prize" Illustrated Edition of 
FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE 

HOUSE. The Story of President Garfield's Life. 

By W. M. Thayer, Author of ** George Washington," 

•'The Pioneer Boy," etc., etc. Handsomely bound, large 

paper, gilt edges, price 5^. 

This Edition, containing Twenty full-page Illustrations, and Two Steel 

Portraits, completes the issue of 135,000 copies of this extraordinarily 

popular work. Its subject, its style, and its appearance combine to render 

the book pre-eminently suitable for presents, prizes, and school libraries. 

Cheaper Editions at xs., xs. 6d., and 3s. 6d. may also be had, con- 
taining a fine portrait of President Garfield. 

*'One of the most romantic stories of our time." — British QuoT^erly 
Reuiew, 

" The boyhood of Garfield, his struggles with poverty and other difficuldes, 
his self-education, his strong religious sense, are all depicted in a way that 
brings out very strikingly the great character of the vDaxu"—Cwirdian. 

"There could not possibly be a better or more useful gift-book for 
Christmas-tide, New Year, birthday, or indeed any ' tide,' year, or day 
ihan this thrilling story of one who from his earliest boyhood to the hour of 
his martyrdom, was every inch a king." — Golden Hours, 



"FROM LOS CABlff TO WHITE UOU^E.'' 
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BY L. T, JMEADE, Author of '' Scamp and i;' eic^ etc. 

I. 

THE AUTOCRAT OF THE NURSERY. 

With Forty Illustrations by T. Pym. Fcap. 4to, hand- 
somely bound, 5^. 

**We have seldom seen a more spirited and dellghtiul story ior little 
children. ••■--Cittwv/Mtii. 

" A most charming children's story, exquiately illustrated." — Truth, 

"First of all, make way for his majesty, an imperious, courageous, 
delightful infant of three years, who calls himself 'Tarlie.' The lady, 
L. T. Meade, authoress of ' Scamp and I,' who tells us and her younger 
readers all about him, is assisted by T. Pym, an artist scarcely behind Miss 
Kate Greenaway in drawing children, with forty charming illustrations of 
this delightful nursery history." — Illustrated London News, 

" T. Pym, who has illustrated this book, has drawn some capital and 
natural studies of child-life. The story itself is agreeably told, its author 
evidently understanding and appreciating the little ways of children. The 
nursery tale has all the naturalness of children's conversatbns, and will 
forcibly appeal to the young minds for whose amusement it has been 
written. The illuminated binding is exceedingly beautifuL" — IVkitehaU 
Revifm, 

II. 

HOW IT ALL CAME ROUND. With 

Six Illustrations. Handsomely bound, price 5^. 

" A charming story. The characters are excellently drawn."-— iT/aiMfon^ 

" The story is worthy of the highest praise. Altogether, this is one of 
the best stories of the season." — PaU Mall GazetU, 



III. 

HERMIE'S ROSEBUDS, and other 

Stories. With Illustrations. Handsomely bound, price 

" A collection of short pieces by this gifted authoress, illustrative of th« 

quickening and ennobling influence exerted even on the worst of men by 

children. The whole series is a powerful and pathetic illustrati(m of the 

text, ' A little child shall lead them.' * The Least of These ' is a capital 

•ketch, so is ' Jack Darling's Conqueror.' *''^Fr€enian, 



THE AUTOCRAT OF THE NURSERY. 
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£y Z. T. MEADE^ Author of ^^ Scamp and //' cU,^ eie. 

{Continued,) 

IV. 

SCARLET ANEMONES. With Frontispiece. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth, ix. 

"Two delightful tales."^SAeJleld /Mde/indent. 

" Two pretty little shilling books. The fonner tells of a child who was 
lost through a careless act of deception, and found again by the sense and 
prayerfulness of a young girl. ' The Two Sisters ' is a story of the love 
and devotion of a twin for her frailer sister. Both tales are good beyond 
the average. "-^An'j/MM World, 

V. 

ELLIE AND ESTHER; or, The Two 

Sisters. With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, ix. 



THE ORIENT BOYS : A Tale of School 

Life. Crown 8vo, cloth, 3x. td, 

" A healthy story, of American origin, well told, and pointing some good 
morals that boys will do well to learn." — Christian, 

" ' The Orient Boys, a Tale of School Life,' will find favour among the 
boys, who will be more than interested in Carlos Chrysostome Colimo. It 
is out of the ordinary and somewhat monotonous style on which school tales 
are constructed."— Shtffiild Inde^indent, 



CHARITY MOORE. A Story. By Lina 

Orm AN -Cooper. With Illustrations by T. Pym. Crown 
8vo, cloth, is. 6d. 

" A tale of the brave deeds and unselfish life of a workhouse girl. It is 
romantic without being improbable, and altogether a very pretty story, 
prettily written, prettily illustrated, and prettily bound. With its covers 
decorated with holly and robins, it will be a welcome Christmas gift for 
many a little maiden." — Christian, 



GIFT BOOKS FOR THR YOUNG. 1$ 

BY MISS M. A^PAULL, Author of Tim's Troubles,** Oc. 

I. 

FRIAR HILDEBRANDS CROSS; or. 

The Monk of Tavystoke Abbaye. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5j. 

** The volume is beautifully written, and never were the struj^les of a 
true and faithful heart more touchingly depicted. The tenderness of the 
sentiment which binds the friar to Cicely is depicted with such exquisite 
refinement and delicacy that many a bright eye will be dimmed with tears 
in the perusal."— C^itr/ youmaL 

II. 

THE FLOWER OF THE GRASS- 

MARKET. With Five Illustrations. Cheap Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td, 

** There b a healthy moral tone of a very high order sustained through- 
out the work, and an easy grace and diction, which make it highly 
commendable." — Edinburgh Daily Review. 

" A handsomely got*up volume. The story is admirably written. The 
reader never loses interest in the fortunes of the various characters in it."— 
Shijffield Independent, 



THE STORY OF THE LIFE OF 

JESUS Told in Words Easy to Read and Under* 
stand. By the Author of " The Story of the Bible," etc. 
With Forty Illustrations. Handsomely bound, fcap. 4to, 
cloth, 31. 6d. 

" An excellent Sunday book for children ; the story is tenderly and 
brightly told, the pictures of Eastern life and Jewish manners form an 
eflfective nuning commentary on the text, which is interspersed besides with 
graphic views of the sacred cities, sites and scenery." — Times, 

" A noteworthy book for the children. The forty or more engravings 
are fresh and true designs, fitly representing Oriental costumes and scenery. 
We have so often seen the regular conventional drawing, that it did us good 
to set our eyes upon these original sketches. I'he binding is attractive, 
and the form and type of the book are all we can desire. The language 
is suitable for children, and it tells the wondrous story so that it may be 
nnderstood of the little ones." — i^word and TroweL 



l6 HODDER AND STOUGHTON'S 



BY DR. GORDON STABLES, R.N. 

I. 

STANLEY GRAHAME. A Tale of the 

Dark Continent. With Eighteen Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, cloth, gilt edges, 5^. 

"The story never flags from beginning to^end, and there can be no 
shadow of doubt that it will be received with delight by ever^ healthy^ 
minded lad. The illustrations are very good."— >Srtf/««mm. 

"A fine book for boys, full of admirably vigorous and picturesque 
writing, and of wholesome manly iormJ^—Sociefy, 



II. 

ADVENTURES ROUND THE POLE; 

or, The Cruise of the " Snowbird " Crew in the 

'< Arrandoon." Eight Illustrations. Handsomely bound, 

g^t edges, 5J. 

" It is a story of thrilling interest, the essence of a dozen Arctic voyages, 
lighted ttp by a good deal of fun and frolic, and chastened by manly 
religious feeling. It has excited us as we have read."— J^n'tilrA Qwtrterfy 
Ritntw, 

** The illustrations are excellent Healthy-minded boys will find in the 
volume a source of great pleasure. It b brightly written, it u full of 
adventure, and it is thoroughly wholesome."— >SVvfoma«. 



III. 

THE CRUISE OF THE SNOWBIRD. A 

Story of Arctic Adventure. With Nine Full-page 
Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 51. 

"This is a capital story of adventure of the sort that all true boys 
delight in. Every page teems with wonderful stories 'of moving 
accidents by flood and field, of hair-breadth 'scapes ' ; and perhaps the 
greatest charm about these ' >*ams ' is that they are so true to nature that 
they read like actual experiences. A story which is full of ' go,' and will, 
we venture to predict, be one of the most popular ' boys' books ' of the 
season."— /Ic«</(f/;y. 
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BY MRS. PRENTISS. 

THE STORY LIZZIE TOLD. By Mrs. 

E. Prentiss, Author of "Stepping Heavenward." Illus- 
trated. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is, 

"One of the most charmingly delicate tales of an invalid child's life that 
we have ever xeaAJ"—NoncoH/ormist. 

THE LITTLE PREACHER. With Frontis- 

piece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, is. 6d, 
*< Of the < Little Preacher,' the scene of which is laid in the Black 
Forest, a German gentleman, talking to a friend about the authoress, 
exdalmed enthusiastically, ' I wish I knew her t I would so like to thank 
her for her perfect picture. It is a miracle of genius,' he added, ' to be 
able thus to portray the life of A/oreign people.' "^^on^effntioHalist. 

SLYBOOTS, and other Farmyard 

Chronicles. By Beata Francis, Author of "Fables 
and Fancies." Handsomely bound, with Numerous Illus- 
trations, 2s. 6d, 

" Delightfully simple and natural, and lighted up with gleams of fun and 
hiunour." — Literary World, 

"We have thoroughly enjoyed Mid heartily laughed over these 
chronicles." — Bath JoumaL 

" There is a subtle moral in each of these chronicles, and the style is 
extremely humorous. A most enjoyable volume." — Derby Mercury, 



CLUNY MACPHERSON. A Tale of 

Brotherly Love. By A. £. Barr. With Six Illustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, 5x. 
" The story is of thrilling interest." — Literary World, 
"The book, which is splendidly got up, is throughout exceedingly read- 
able." — Perthshire Constitutional. 

" Thb singularly beautiful story." — Daily Review, 



THORNTON HALL; or, Old Questions 

in Young Lives. By Phcebe J. McKeen. Crown 8vo, 

nicely bound, price 3^. td, 
" An interesting and well-written story; The characters of the girls are 
well drawn, and the tone of the book excellent throughout." — Church 
Sunday School Magazin€. 



l8 GIFT BOOKS 2 OR THE YOUNG. 

MRS. RE A NETS SHILLING SERIES. 
Tastefully bound in cloth, price is, each. 

Number Four, and Other 
Chippings. [Stories. 

Not Alone in the World. 



Found at Last. 
Little Glory's Mission. 
Unspoken Addresses. 



" Written with all the author's well-known sweetness and persnasiveness 
of style."— 7Vi* (7«//<w*. 

" Good little books in Mrs. Reaneys very best style. We hope they 
will sell by hundreds of thousands. "'—Sword and Trvtml. 



CAPITAL FOR WORKING BOYS. 

Chapters on Character Building. By J. £. 
M'CONAUGHY. Crown Svo, cloth, price 3^. 6d, 

" We should like every working boy to read it. It is full of wise saws 
and modem instances, pithy quotations, and taking anecdotes. The spirit 
of persevering industry and independence will be fostered by such reading, 
while neatness, promptness, truthfulness, economy and true religion are not 
forgotten. Every wise father who has sons about to leave the home fire- 
side should give each one of them a copy of this capital book." — Sw&rd 
and TrowiL 

THE WINTHROP FAMILY. A Story of 

New England Life Fifty Years Ago. By the Author 
of "May Chester," etc Crown 8yo, cloth, jx. 6d. 

" A very dainty, winsome volume." — Freeman. 

" Primitive New England life, hospitality, and home-heartedness are 
finely wrought out in it. There is a quiet, easy grace, a pleasant sparkle, 
and a genial attractiveness in the style which exactly suits the life, manner, 
and personages of the narrative. A most admirable one for home interest 
and delight." — Golden Hours, 



•'THERE'S A FRIEND FOR LITTLE 

CHILDREN." By Julia F. Armstrong. With 
Twelve Illustrations. Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, 
cloth, 2f . dd. 

" Very well told. The illustrations m it are well done."— Jco/«w«i». 
"A truly delightful story." — Eccleneutical Gazette, 
" There is no child who will not be charmed with the aiory," ^-British 
Meuenger, 



*'THERES A FRIEND FOR LITTLE CHILDREN: 




Specimen of the Illustratunu, 



aO HODDER AND STOUGHTONS 

WORKS BY MRS. G. S. REANEY. 

I. 

JUST IN TIME; or, Howard Clarion's 

Rescue. Handsomely bound, crown 8vo, cloth, 5^. 

*' It is really one of her very best books, and that is high praise indeed. 
She always writes with a purpose, and her stories clearly indicate both 
culture and a wide knowledge of the world and its needs. The secret of 
her success doubtless lies in the fact that her pictures of life are real, and 
consequently true to the experience of the reader. The present story, 
which b gracefully told, is likely to have many appreciative leaders." — 
ChrUtiem Commonwealtk, 

II. 

DAISY SNOWFLAKE'S SECRET. A 

Story of English Home Life. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Elegantly bound, 3J. 6^/. 

"Winning in style, pore and earnest in tone, and of commanding 
interest." — Daily Rivitw. 

ni. 
OUR DAUGHTERS: Their Lives Here 

and Hereafter. Eighth Thousand, doth, 3^. 6d. 

** A thoroughly wise and helpful book."— CAm/MM. 

IV. 

OUR BROTHERS AND SONS. Fourth 

Thousand. El^antly bound, 31. 6d, 

" One of her best books, written in excellent English, and with a racy, 
earnest pen." — EvattgeUcal Afagasitu, 



THEODORA CAMERON. A Home Story. 

By Phoebe J. McKeen. With Five Full-page Illustra- 
tions. Seventh Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 51. 

*' A pretty story of the great civil war, which, though issued in a ungle 
volume, comprises not less matter than an ordinary novel, and introduces 
the reader to many varieties of character, and numerous stirring scenes in 
the home and on the battle-field." — Daify News, 
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BY ISAAC PLEYDELL. 

IN A CORNER OF THE VINEYARD. 

A Village Story. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 51. 

" The hard, rough life of the men is vigorously drawn.**— ^/^ii«mm. 
** The characters are drawn with graphic skill, and the story is one of 
absorbing interest." — Derby Mtrcury, 

*' A touching and stimulating sXary^'^Christian WcrU, 



BELL'S LADIES' READER. A Class 

Book of Poetry for Schools and Families. With an 
Introduction on the Principles of Elocution. By D. C. 
Bell, Joint Author of "Bell's Standard Elocutionist." 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 2J. 6</. 



BELL'S STANDARD ELOCUTIONIST. 

Principles and Exercises. Followed by a copious 
Selection of Extracts in Prose and Poetry, Classified and 
Adapted for Reading and Recitation. By D. C. and 
A M. Bell. New and greatly Enlarged Edition. Con- 
taining over 500 of the choicest Extracts in the English 
Language, with the Principles of Elocution fully stated* 
Strongly half-bound in roan, 544 pages, y, 6d, 
** This is the best book of the kind.** — BookulUr, 



FERN GLEN FARM. By Helen Pinkerton 

Redden. With Illustrations by the Author. In crown 
8vo, cloth, handsomely bound, 3^. dd, 

" It is a singularly simple and sweet picture of child-life framed in th^ 
the fiairest imaginable setting of natural scenery and domestic affection. Th 
st(»7 is fragrant with the breath of trees and flowers, and pervaded with ^ 
healthy enjoyment of the delights of rural life that is charming and con' 
tagious. Were anything needed to increase our interest in the persons of 
her youthful heroes and heroines, it is supplied in the delicate grace and 
airy fimcy that illumine the illustrations with which she has beautified her 
little book." — Presbyterian, 
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BY J, R. H. HAWTHORN. 
I. 

LAUNCHING AWAY; or, Roger Larks- 
way's Strange Mission. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vo, cloth, gilt edges, $s, 

"An excellently written book of incident and adventure mainly in 
Australia. The author knows how to make such a book interesting, and 
he has in this one eminently succeeded." — Scotsman. 

II. 
THE PIONEER OF A FAMILY; or, 

Adventures of a Young Governess. Second Edition. 
With Frontispiece, ^s. 

*' Few stories have such an air of reality about them. Mr. Hawthorn 
has the faculty of drawing his characters in such graphic fashicm, that we 
seem to have known them, and are forced to sympathise with their jojrs and 
sorrows." — Aberdten Free Press. 

" Full of terse and powerful sketches of colonial life." — Freeman, 



OLIVER WYNDHAM. A Tale of the 

Great Plague. By the Author of "Naomi; or, The 
Last Days of Jerusalem," etc. Sixteenth Thousand. Crown 
8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d, 

" The chief merit of the book is the exquisite delicacy with which it 
illustrates Christian feeling and Christian principle in circumstances tha 
most trying and varied." — Weekly Review, 



DAVID EASTERBROOK. An Oxford 

Story. ByTREGELLES Polkinghorne. With Frontis- 
piece. Handsomely bound, 5x. 

■** An exceedingly interesting story." — Rock, 

'•'A bright, vigorous, and useful work." — FretmmuL 
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^r MARIE HALL tOe SIB REE. 

I. 

NOBLE, BUT NOT THE NOBLEST. 

Crown 8vo, y, 6d. 

"The picture b skilfully drawn, with tender touches and math artistic 
lights. We heartily commend it. To those who have read the author's 
previous stories of 'The Dying Saviour and the Gipsy Girl,' 'Andrew 
Marvel,' etc., thb is scarcely necessary." — British Quarterly Review, 

" A more elegantly written, graceful, and powerful story the present story 
season has not yielded us." — Freeman, 

II. 

ANDREW MARVEL AND HIS 

FRIENDS. A Story of the Siege of Hull. Fourth 

Thousand. With Four Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, 5x. 

" Mrs. Hall's knowledge of the historical details is as exact as her imagina- 
tion is fertile and faithful. The pictures are good, and the beautiful 
photograph of the statue of Marvel at Hull well deserves to be noted. 
Messrs. Hodder and Stoughton have certainly made it a beautiful and 
attractive book." — British Quarterly Review, 

III. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE 

GIPSY GIRL, and other Tales. Fifteenth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. 6d. 

" The stories are gracefully written : they are marked by good feeling 
and refined taste, and the moral conveyed by them is unexceptionable."—- 
Spectator, 

IV. 

THE DYING SAVIOUR AND THE 

GIPSY GIRL, and THE LIGHT OF THE 
WORLD. Two Stories. Eighteenth Thousand. Fcap. 
8vo, price is. 

'* A literary gem not less admirable for the beauty of its diction, and the 
artistic finbh of its details than for its lucid exhibition of the gospeU The 
«01d, Old Story* was seldom told in sweeter words.".^y. S, W^ld. 
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CHEAP ILLUSTRATED EDITIONS OF J. B. DE 

LIEFDES STORIES. 

I. 

A BRAVE RESOLVE; or, the Siege of 

Stralsund. A Story of Heroism and Adventure. 
With Eight Full-page Illustrations. Crown 8vo, hand- 
somely bound, 3J. 6d, 

** Gives a capital pictnre of the Siege of Stralsund in the Thirty Years 
War. It is an excellent historical noveL" — The Guardian. 

" A highly interesting romance. The exciting events of the Thirty Years 
War are depicted with much fidelity, and the love story lends an additional 
charm to a thoroughly readable book." — Court Journal. 

" It is admirably done — we have not read a better historical story for a 
long time." — British Quarterljf Revitw, 

II. 

THE BEGGARS ; or, the Founders of the 

Dutch Republic. With Four Illustrations. Crovm Svo, 
handsomely bound in cloth, 3^. 6d. 

" Mr. de Liefde's ' Beggars ' is a piece of genuine historical romance, fa 
of incident, and not wanting in colour and lesson. The book is a good and 
lively one, and we cordially recommend it." — Argosy, 

"This is an interesting and animated story, the scene of which is laid ia 
the Netherlands at a time with which Mr. Motley's works have made us 
familiar. The hero of Mr. de Liefde's tale engages in an attempt to rescue 
Count Egmont the night before his execution, and afterwards takes service 
in the fleet of Sea Beggars, which was so troublesome to Spain, and of such 
service to the young Dutch Republic There is no lack of adventure in the 
book." — Athenaunt, 



DAVID LIVINGSTONE. The Story of 

his Life and Labours; or, The Weaver Boy who 
became a Missionary. By H. G. Adams. With Steel 
Portrait and Thirty Illustrations, Fifty-seventh Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3J. 6d, 

** An admirable condensation of * The Story of the Life and Labours of 
Dr. Livingstone.' Comprehensive in range, abounding in detail, and vividly 
presenting the graphic description of the great explorer himself." — Record, 
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RE-ISSUE OF JACOB ABBOTTS STORIES. 

I. JUNO & GEORGIE. I iil JUNO on a JOURNEY. 
11. MARY OSBORNE. | iv. HUBERT. 

With Frontispiece. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, price is. 6d, each. 

"Well printed and elegantly bound, will surely meet with a hearty 
welcome. We remember the delight we took in them years ago, and how 
lessons which they inculcated have left their traces until this day. Dr. 
Arnold, of Rugby, was one of the warmest admirers of the author of ' The 
Young Christian,' and recognized in him a man of congenial spirit For 
strong common sense, knowledge of child nature, and deep religious fervour, 
we have had nothing superior to these four delightful stories." — Freeman. 

" The author of ' The Young Christian ' is really an English classic. One 
of his little books exerted such an influence on Frederick Robertson of 
Brighton, that its perusal formed a turning-point in the life of that great 
preacher ; and there have probably been thousands on both sides of the 
Atlantic similarly affected by the writings of the same author. We there- 
fore welcome with peculiar satisfaction the elegant edition of four of his best 
•tories." — Christian Leader, 



SHORE AND SEA. Stories of Great 

Vikings and Sea Captains. By W. H. Davenport 
Adams. Ten Illustrations. Handsomely bound, gilt edges, 

"A book which is as thrilling as any romance." — Scotsman, 

" An interesting book for adventure-loving boys. It contahis a capital 
description of the life, customs, and manners of the Norsemen, together with 
«nuch pleasantly-told information concerning * Sebastian Cabot,' ' De Soto,' 
■• The Early Colonizers of Virginia,' ' Drake,' * Hudson, ' and * Henry Morgan.' 
This collection will be deservedly popukr." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

** This is a carefully written and thoroughly good book. Mr. Adams has 
4ried to sketch the lives of famous sea captains with fidelity as well as with 
tgnphic power. ... It b the romance of the sea as it has been cctually 
realized, and boys will find it as instructive as it is interesting." — British 
Quarterly Review, 



JACOB ABBOTTS STORIES. 




Specimen of the mmfratieni. 
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BY MARY PRYOR HACK. 
1. 

CHRISTIAN WOMANHOOD. Uniform with 

"Consecrated Women'* and "Self-Surrender." Elegantly 

bound, 5j. 

'* We know no more suitable present for a yoang lady than this charming 
book, with its sketches of Mary Fletcher, Elizabeth, last Duchess of 
Gordon, Ann Blackhouse, France^ Ridley HaVergal, and others. It will 
be a very fountain of inspiration and encouragement to other good women." 
'^Sheffitld Independent, 

II. 

CONSECRATED WOMEN. Fourth 

Thousand. 5j. Handsomely bound. 

"The memorials are all deeply mteresting, brighti and vivid."— 
Freeman, 

" Some of these brief biographies are deeply mteresting.*'— J?*f^ri/. 

'* The stories of such philanthropic women are profoundly touching."—- 
Spectator, 

' III. 

SELF-SURRENDER, A Second Series of 

"Consecrated Women." Second Thousand. 5j. doth 

elegant. 

" A most delightful book, written by a woman, about women, and for 
women — though it may be read by men with equal pleasure and profit. 
Each of the eleven chapters contains in brief, the life, history, and wm-k of 
some sister who was made perfect either through service or suffering."— > 
Chriitian^ 



THE SISTERS OF GLENCOE ; or, 

Letitia's Choice. By Eva Wynne. Twentieth Thou- 
sand. Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, price 5^. 

" Its life pictures are skilfully drawn, and the most wholesome lessons ar« 
enforced with fidelity and power." — Temperance Record, 

" An admirable story, illustrating in a most effective manner the mischief 
•rising firom the use of intoxicating liquors." — Rock, 
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BY ALEXANDER MACLEOD, D,D. 

I. 

THE CHILDREN'S PORTION. Crown 

8vo, cloth, 5^. • 

" As a preacher to children, Dr. Macleod has perhaps no living equal 
In these delightful chapters he seems to us to be at his \xaxj* ^-Christian, 

" Sunday school teachers will be glad of the very numerous illustrations 
and anecdote contained in xt,"— 'Literary Worlds 

"Admirable specimen of what such addresses should be, thoughtful, 
earnest, simple, full of affectionate appeal, and freely illustrated." — Sunday 
School Chronicle. 

** This is a collection of short sermons addressed to children. They are 
well adapted to strike the fiuicy and touch the heart of the young." — Record, 

11. 

TALKING TO THE CHILDREN. Tenth 

Edition. 3^. 6</. 

" An exquisite work. Divine truths are here presented in simple language, 
illustrated by parable and anecdote at once apt and beautiful." — Evangelical 
Magaane, 

III. 

THE GENTLE HEART. A Second Series 

of «* Talking to the Children." Fifth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, 31. dd, , 

Mr. Spurgeon says : "We have been fascinated with the originality and 
beauty of its thought, charmed with the simplicity and elegance of its 
language, enriched with the store of its illustrations, and blest in spirit 
through its abundant manifestation of ' the truth as it is in Jesus.' **^ 



LINKS IN REBECCAS LIFE. An 

American Story. By Pansy. With Frontispiece. Hand- 
somely bound in cloth, 5^. 

" By one of the ablest and sprightliest of American story-tellers."-— 
Christian, 

" We should like to see every jroung lady of our acquaintance fully en* 
grossed in the reading of this book. It is an admirable five shillings' worth." 
'^Sword and Trowel, 
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BY THE AUTHOR OF « CHRISTIE REDFERN'S 

troubles;' etc. 

I. 

THE BAIRNS ; or, Janets Love and Ser- 
vice. With Five Illustrations. Thirteenth Thousand, 
Crown 8vo, cloth elegant, 5^. 

" A special interest attaches to 'The Bairas.' The characters are forcibly 
delineated, and the touches of homeliness which seem almost peculiar to our 
northern Idnsfolk impart a peculiar charm." — Record, 

II. 

FREDERICA AND HER GUARDIANS; 

or, The Perils of Orphanhood. Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, 3^. td. , 

"An exceedingly well-told story, full of incidents of an attractive character. 
The story will be admired by all thoughtful girls." — PubUc Opinion. 

" A sweet, pure, and beautiful story, such as may be put with confidence 
into the hands of any English g)xV-— Sheffield Independent, 

III. 

THE TWA MISS DAWSONS. Crown 8vo, 

cloth, price $s. 

" We gladly welcome a new book by the author of ' The Bairns ' That 
charming Canadian story opened a new field for readers of fiction. The 
present story b limited to Eastern Scotland. It is a &mily picture, settling 
down chiefly to the experiences of a charming old maiden aunt — a most 
admirable delineation — and an equally charming niece." — British Quarterly 
Review, 



YENSIE WALTON. An American Story. 

By J. R. Graham Clark. With Frontispiece. Crown 
8vO| cloth, 5j. 

" In tone and spirit, plan and execution, this b a superb story. Rich in 
delineation of character, and in descriptions of real experience. A more 
fascinating and inspiring picture of a school-mistress, in one prolonged, 
prayerful, and sustained endeavour to lead an orphan pupil to Christ, 
never ^xvfm,"'^Ceneral Baptist Magtudne, 
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BY EDWIN HO DDE R. 
I. 

EPHRAIM AND HELAH. A Story of 

the Exodus. Eolith Thousand. Crown 8vo, cloth 
el^ant, $5, 

" Mr. Hodder gives a vivid descripticm of the daily life of the Hebrews 
immediately at and before the time of the coming of Moses. The picture is 
full of interest."~rA# Queen, 

II. 

TOSSED ON THE WAVES. A Story of 

Young Life. Fifteenth Thousand. Fcap. 8vo, doth, 

" We cannot think that a boy could take up the book without feeling its 
&scination, or without rbing a better lad from its perusal. The scenes of 
life on the sea and in the colonies are peculiarly attractive." — British 
Quetrterfy Review, 

III. 

THE JUNIOR CLERK. A Tale of City 

Life. Fourteenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth, 2s, 6d, 

" Mr. Shipton observes that the author described this (ale to him as a 
fiction. He remarks : ' It may be so to him, but for every one of his state- 
ments I could supply a fact. It is not merely true to nature as a narration 
of the means by which young men may be — it u a true record of the ways 
in which many have been, and many still are being — ^led to dishonour and 
ruin.* Such a recommendation as this will be sufficient to ensure for this 
little book a hearty welcome from many readers." — Christian Werid, 



THE WHITE CROSS AND DOVE OF 

PEARLS. A Biography of Light and Shade. By 
Sarson C. Ingham. Sixth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 
cloth, 5f . 

" ' The White Cross and Dove of Pearls ' will not disappoint the eiqpecta- 
tlons of those who may already hare formed justly high opinions of this 
strikingly original and sympathetic writer's ability to interest, to asnuse, and 
to elevate her readers. It is a fiction without &lse sentiment, without un- 
healthy imagination, and without a single vulgar or frivolous idea." — Daify 
Telegraph, 



3* GIFT BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 



WORJCS BY IV. M. THAYER. 



A Shilling Edition of 

FROM LOG CABIN TO WHITE HOUSE. 

The Story of President Garfield's Life. Now Ready. 
140th Thousand. In Paper Boards, Illustrated Cover, with 
Fine Steel Portrait. Cloth Edition, is, 6d,; Cloth gilt, 
y. 6d, ; Illustrated Edition, gilt edges, 5x. Suitable for 
Presents, Prizes, and School Libraries. 

II. 

GEORGE WASHINGTON : His Boyhood 

and Manhood. With Steel Portrait. Fifth Thousand. 
Handsomely bound, 51. 

" The character of Washington was a very noble one, and his life may 
well be taken as an example by boys. The biography is writted in a lively 
and pleasant tone, and without any of the dryness which is too often the 
accompaniment of this form of literature. While the details are all stricdy 
historical, the characters are made to live and breathe."— >S'/a«M&ar)e/. 

III. 

TACT, PUSH, AND PRINCIPLE. A 

Book for those who wish to Succeed in Life. 
Crown 8vo, cloth, handsomely bound, 3^. 6d, 

IV. 

THE PIONEER BOY, AND HOW HE 

BECAMK PRESIDENT. The Story of the Life 
of Abraham Lincoln. Tenth Thousand. With Portrait. 
Handsomely bound, 5^. 

Many of the details of this work were furnished by President 
Lincoln himself, and by his early associates and friends. 

" Mr. Thajrer is not merely a biographer, a compiler of dry detsuls, bu^ 
he invests his subject with a halo of delightful romance, and the result is as 
pleasing as the most imaginative book of fiction. So cleverly has the author 
done his work, that the result is a combination of pictures from the life of 
thb great man, with humorous anecdote and stirring narrative."— •S'^aVi;^. 

" The author has done his work thoroughly well, and the result is a book 
of exciting narrative, of humorous anecdote, and of lifelike portraiture."— 
Daily Telegraph, 

LONDON : HODDER AND STOUGHTON, aj, Paternostbr Row. 



